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PREFACE. 


THE poems which are now for the first time presented in a collective 
form to the public, were gathered together from various parts of the Old 
and the New'Vorld. Very many of them were written for the Duùlin 

ration, as well under Mr. Sullivan's as Mr. Duffy's editorial management. 
It seemed to be one of :Mr. 'McGee's most lingering fancies, to keep up his 
connection all his life long with the fa.r-famed journal in whose brilliant 
pages he had made his name as a poet. The several volumes of the juur- 
nals he himself edited, namely, the New York ...Yation, the American Celt, 
and the New Era, Mrs. 
IcGee supplied from his own library. Some of 
the poems appeared in Duffy's Hibernian JlIagazine, to w hicll he was also 
an occasional contributor, and others in the Boston Pilot. Many of the 
ùest of his later poems were written for the }.;"ew York Tablet, the last 
journal with which he was connected; not a pecuniary connection, but 
t;imply one of friendship, and community of thought and feeling with its 
conductors, one of whom has the sad privilege of editing his poems. I am 
indebted to the Messrs. Sullivan, of the Dublin ].r'P'ation, 1\11'. Donahoe, 
proprietor of the Boston Pilot, and several private friends of l\Ir. 1\1cGee's, 
for transcribed copies of poems; also to Mr. :Meehan, of tl
e New York 
Irish ArrwTÍcan, for files of Duffy's J.;"alion, without which I couId not have 
completed my collection. By :Major l\Iaher, of New Haven, Ct., I was 
loaned the mis:sing volume of the American Celt for 1832. Those written 
for the Boston Pilot were, of course, juvenile proùuctions, lacking the grace 
anù finish we find in those of hi!lì later rears. 1.11cse I have placed as a 
sort of appendix. at the end of the volume. UnfortunatcJy, some of the 
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poems are still wanting, as I oùserved on the author's lists of his poems 
the names of some that I could nowhcre find-some, too, of the most valu- 
able-such as "Thc Spoiling of Armorica," "St. Bridget and St. Flaine," 
"Earl Sigud and his Sons," " The Vale of Angels," "The Dog of Augh- 
lim," "The Isle of St. Iberius," and other historical poems. Should any 
of these be found hereafter, they will be given in another edition. 
In the arrangemcnt of the poems, I have followed the actual course of 
our poet's mind. I have placed the Patriotic poems first, the Legendary 
and Historical next, then the Poems of the Affections, the Occasional or 
Miscellaneous, and lastly, the Religious, which, happily for him, repre- 
sentcd the last phase of his mind. The Historical Poems, it will be seen, I 
have arranged chronologically, following the course of the history of the 
Irish Celts, including their life in their new American home. 
Thc Diographical Sketch being merely intended as a key to the poems, I 
would respectfully request the reader to read it first, then the Introduc- 
tion, which will prepare the way for the poems themselves. 
Some errors will be detected by critics in the rhyme of certain of the 
poems, none, however, in the rhythm, which, in all, is perfect. I ha.ve 
done what I legitimately could to correct errors, which the author himself 
woulù have done in a general revision, had he lived to prepare his works 
for publication. Some of the defects in rhyme I could not venture to 
correct without taking unwarrantable liberties with the author's thought. 
The editing of these scattered remains of a genius all too soon extin 
guished in death, was truly a labor of love to one who knew the lamented 
author long and well, and from an intimate knowledge of his many noble 
qualities of head and heart, set a high value on his frienùship. This 
collection of his poems is as complete as I could make it, and such as it is, 
I commend it to public favor as a volume of genuine poetry, springing 
from a heart that was deeply imbued with a love of the beautiful, the 
good, the heroic. M. A. S. 
NEW YORK, November 18: 1869. 
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TrrOl\IAS D' Ancy 
IcGEEJ whose poems are now for the first 
time presented in a collective form to the public, was born 
at Carlingford, County Louth, Ireland, on the 
3th day of 
April, 1825. His father, 1\11'. James l\IcGee, then in the 
Coast Guard Service, had married 1\liss Dorcas Catherine 
1\Iorgan, the hig1ùy-educated daughter of a Dublin book- 
seller, who had been imprisoned and financially ruined by 
his participation in the conspiracy of 1798.* Of this 
union, Thomas D' Arcy was the fifth child and second son. 
Born and nurtured amid the grand and lovely scenery of 
the Rosstrevor coast, his early childhood fleeted by in a 
region of wild, romantic beauty, which impressed itself for- 
evermore on his heart and mind, and tended not a little, as 
we may well suppose, to foster, if not create, that poetic 
fancy,vhich made the charm of his life, and infused itself 
into all he ,vrote t:l.nd all he said. He ,vas eight years old 
when the family removed to the historic town of 'Vexford, 
where the elder 1\11'. 1\IcGee had received a more lucrative 
appointment. 


I\< "Both on the father and mother's side." says a biog-rapher of Mr. 
IcGce, 
" he was descended from families remarkable for their devotion to the cause 
of Ireland. With the exception of his father, all the men of the families on 
both sides were · United lrishmen.' "-See .. Short Sketch of the Life of Hon 
T. D. McGee," hy H. J. O.C. Clarke, Q. C., Montreal. 
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Soon after their removal to Wexford, the J\IcGee family 
sustained a heavy blovv in the death of the accomplished and 
most eXeIllplary "wife and mother. The rare worth and the 
varied attaiunlents of this lady nlay be estinutted by the 
profound respect, the more than filial affection, so to say, 
with which her eminent son cherished her memory all the 
days of his life. Of his father he "
as wont to speak as an 
honest, upright, religious man; but his mother he lo,'ed to 
describe as a ,yoman of extraordinary elevation of mind, 
an enthusiastic lover of her country, its n1usic, its lege-nd8, 
its wealth of ancient lore. Herself a good musician and a 
fine singer, it was to the songs of her ancient race she 
rocked her childl'en's cradle, and from her dear voice her 
fa.vorite son, the subject of our sketch, drank in the music- 
the sweet old Gaelic melody-that rings in all his poetical 
COIl1positions, as a lingering echo from the past. His pas- 
sionate and inextinguishable love for the land of his birth, 
her story and her song, may be traced, and was ever traced 
by himself, to the same source. Even the strong and vigor- 
ons, yet siu1ple religious faith, which was one of the mother's 
characteristics, was no less discernible in her son-at every 
stage of his life nutnifesting itself in profound respect for 
religion and its ministers, and for everything that men should 
hold sacred here below; while the fervent piety of the true 
Irish mother is happily found reflected in the truly religious 
tone of all his latest poems. 
The loss of such a mother, it is needless to say, was keenly 
felt by such a SOll; and through all the changeful years of 
his after-life, her gentle memory shone like a star through 
the clouds and mists that never fail to gather round the 
path of advancing life. 
But the mother slept in her quiet grave in the old Cister- 
cian Abbey, and Jears rolled over the head of our young 
poet, each one bringing sorro,v and change-his mighty 
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genius developing itself year by year without other aids than 
a day-school in 'Vexford afforded, the higher advantages 
of education being as Jet beyond the reach of the midJle 
classes in Ireland, unless a religious vocation called their 
sons to l\Iaynooth. But the boyish years of the future 
statesman and historian were not passed in lnean or fri \TO- 
lous pursuits. His love for poetry and for old-world lore 
grew with his growth, and by the age of seventeen he had 
read all that had come within his reach relating to the his- 
tory of his own and other lands. He had read of 'Vash- 
ington, and of the great country beyond the Atlantic where 
Freedolll had established her throne, and where the oppresse.d 
of all nations found a WelCOIl1e, a hOl11e, and equal laws for 
all. He knew that many of his race had there found fame, 
and wealth, and honor; and seeing little prospect of ad- 
vancenlent at h0111e, he eIlligrated to Anlerica, with one of 
his sisters. He was little over seventeen when, after a 
short visit to his aunt in Providence, R. I. (the only sister 
of his llluch-loved mother), he arrived in Boston, just at the 
time when the" Repeal movement" was in full strength 
al110ngst the Irish population of that city, warlllly aided by 
some of the prominent public men of Alllerica of that day. 
It was in June, 1842, that our young Irish poet arrived in 
Boston. 'Vhen the 4th of July came round, the roar of 
artillery and the gladsome shouts of the multitude, the 
waving of flags, and the general jubilation of a people whee 
had freed themselves, fired his youthful imagination. It 
semned to him that what he saw that day was but the fore- 
shadowing of sinlÍlar scenes in his own beloved land. 
Thomas D'Arcy J\IcGee addressed the people that day, 
and the eloquence of the boy-orator enchained the multi- 
tudes who heard him then, as the l110re finished speeches of 
his later years were wont 
" The applause of list'ning senates to command." 
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A day or two after, our young exile ,vas offered, and 
accepted, a situation in connection with the Buston Pilut, of 
which widely-circulated Irish-...imerican journal he beCltlne 
chief editor some two years later, just when the N atiye- 
Anlerican excitement was at its height, and the Anlerican 
people ,vere about to witness the disgraceful riots in Phila- 
delphia which resulted in the sacking and burning of two 
Catholic churches. It was a critical period in the history of 
the Irish race in America; they were proscribed and perse- 
cuted on All1erican soil" and were once again, as of old in 
their own land, obliged to defend their lives, their pl'operty, 
their churches. Few were then their defenders in the press 
of America, but of those few stood foremost in the van 
Thomas D' Arcy 
IcGee, a host in hinlself. 'Vith all the 
Inight of his precocious genius, and all the fire of his fervid 
eloquence, he advocated the cause of his countrymen and 
co-religionists, and so scathing ,vere his fiery denunciations 
of the Native Anlericans, as the hostile party were styled, 
that all New England rang with their unwelcome echo. 
This outburst of fanaticisnl at length subsided and passed 
away, but. the popularity which the young Irish editor aHd 
orator had gained during the struggle continued to grow 
and flourish. The Repeal agitation was then at its height 
both in Ireland and America, and again the BD.';:tan Pilot 
and T. D. J\IcGee took a leading part. By his speeches at 
Repeal meetings, his lectures delivered all through New 
England, and his already powerful pen, our young" '\Vex- 
ford boy," as he was often called, rendered so good ser\Tice 
to the cause he loved, that his fame crossed the Atlan tic 
and reached O'Connell himself, who, at some of the public 
meetings of the day, referred to his splendid editorials aB 
"the inspired writings of a young exiled Irish boy in 
America." So Illightily had his faille increased, that he was 
invited by the proprietor of the Dublin Freeman's Journal- 
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then as now one of the leading Irish journals-to beoo111e 
its editor. K 0 offer could be n10re acceptable to )11'. 
IcGee, 
as none could have been more flattering, or more in accorù- 
ance with his heart's dearest ,yish, to do sOlllething for the 
all yancement of his native land. But what a change in his 
f( Il-tunes ! Three years before he had left his home by the 
Slaney side to better his fortune in the New \V orId : he had 
l
ft Ireland unnoticed aud unknown; he returned radiant 
with fanle, his youthful brow already crowned with the 
laurels he had won in defence of his people at home and 
abroatl, called to aid the greatest of patriots and his asso- 
ciates in the cause of Irish freedonl. 
So, at the age of twenty, our poet-journalist took his place 
in the front rank of the Irish press. But the FJ'eC1nan was 
too nlo<1erate in its tone, too cautious, as it were, for the 
fervid young patriot; and finding that he was not at liberty 
to change its character or its course, he gladly accepteù the 
offer of his friend Charles Gavin Duffy to assist hÍ1n ill edit- 
ing the Natiun, in cOlljunction with Thol11as Dayis, John 
:\1itchel, and Thomas De\'in Reilly. 
In such hands the Nation soon becanle the great organ of 
the National part
T, the 111outh-piece of all the fervent aspira- 
tions of what ,,,as called "Young Ireland." Perhaps no 
journal was ever published in any count.ry with such a 
galaxy of genius shilling on its pages. Like a Inagnet, it 
drew to itself n1(
n and wonlcn of all their race the lllost 
hrilliallt]y ellc10wed with the gifts of mind. Their nan108 
became household worJs-words of pride and pOWér- 
amongst the Irish people. 
rhe poetry of the Nation, eyen 
1110re than its prose, was read and quoted everywhere, and 
its voice stirred tho people like a trunlpet's sound. The Ï1n- 
1l1ediate result was the secession of the ,Yar party, repre- 
sented by the Nalwn, fronl the ranks of the National or Old 
Ireland party, so well and wisely led by the great O'Connell, 
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who had done much for his country, and would have done 
more, in all hunutn probabilit.y, were it not for this fatal 
secession of the younger and more ardent spirits who had 
been wont to follow his banner. 
But the end C
t1ne, and a sad end it ,yas. rrhe great 
"Liberator" died, while on foreign travel, a broken-hearted 
man. Famine had stricken the land of Erin, and her peo- 
ple, made desperate by despair, ,vere judgèd by the" Young 
Irelanders" ripe for rebellion. 1\11'. 1\IcGee, who was secre- 
tary of the COlnnlittee of the Confederation, was one of 
those deputed by his part.y to rouse the people to action; 
and after the delivery of a stirring address at Roundwood, 
ill the county of 'Vicklow, he was arrested, but succeeded 
soon aft.er in obtaining his release. Nothing daunted by 
this first nlishap, he agreed to go to Scotland for the pur- 
pose of enlisting the active sYlnpathies of the Irish in tho 
Inanufacturing towllS, and obtaining their co-operation in 
the contemplated insurrection. * He ,vas in t>cotlalld when 
the news reached hinl that the" rising" had been attenlpted 
in Ireland, and had signally failed-that SOlDO of the leaders 
hall been arrested, allJ a reward offered for the apprehen- 


'" Amongst other accusations brought against Mr. 
IcGee by his hitter anJ 
un
crnpulous enemies, i
 that of having betrayed his trust, or, at least, sadly 
mismanaged his Scotch mission-" the Dumharton af[Jir," as they call it. 
Happily, we haye on record the public testimony of 
Jr. DuffY, hy whom, 
amongst (Ithers, he was sent on that mission, th:lt he had acquitted himself 
,\ ith llOnor and fidelity of the duties it imposed upon him. These are his 
worJs, well known indeed, but ever f1'c:"h, because so true: 
"To forty political prisonC'rs in S ewgate, when the world seemed !:'hut ouf 
to me forever, I estimated him" (meaning Mr.l\IcGee) " as I ùo to-day. I said. 
, If we were about to begin our work anew, I woulù rather have his help than 
any man's of all our confederates. I !:'aid he could do more things like a. ma
ter 
than the hest amongst us since Thomas Davi
; that he had been sent, at the 
la
t hour, on a. perilous mission, and performed it 110t only with unflinching 
courage, but with a succe
s which had no parallel in that era; and, above all, 
that he 1.as been 
ystpIllati('ally blackened by the Jacobins to an extclIt tlJat 
would have blackened a saint of God. Since he has been in .America, I haye 
watched hi
 career, and one tIling it has neycr wanted-a fixed dcvotion to 
Irish interests.' ,. 
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sian of himself, and others who had effected their escape. 
These were sad tidings for our ardent young patriot-sadder 
all the more for that he had married less than a Jear before, 
and a fair young wife, to whom he was tenderly attached, 
anxiously awaited his return in their quiet, happy home, in 
a pleasant suburb of Dublin. A few short months before 
he had been a gay and happy bridegroom, spending the first 
bright days of married life ,vith his young bride amid the 
romantic solitudes of "\Vicklow, dreaming prouù drealns for 
Ireland, and fair ones for himself and her he loved. All 
that was past now. Ruill had already come on the national 
cause, and death or exile awaited himself. The dreams he 
had dxealned and the hopes he had cherished were all 
flown, it Blight be, forever. But sOInething lllust be done, 
anù that quickly. He succeeded in crossing in safety the 
narrow sea between Scotland and Ireland, and in the far 
North found a generous friend and host in the late ever- 
lan1ented Dr. 
laginn, the gifted and patriotic Bishop of 
Derry. Protected and sheltered by that great and good 
prelate, 1\11'. 1\IcGee awaited the visit of his wife, whom he 
had contrived to n1ake acquainted with his place of conceal- 
n1ent. He could not and would not leaye Ireland without 
seeing and bidding her farewelJ. Sad indeed was their part- 
ing, for the young wife was soon to become a mother, and 
who might tell if she were ever to see her husband's face 
again? Yet with the unselfishness of true affection she 
urged him to hasten his departure for America, and he once 
again sailed, in the disguise of a priest, for what he fondly 
and proucUy called the Land of Fl'eedonl. He laI1ded "in 
Philadelphia on the 10th of October, in that memorable year 
of '48, and on the 2Gth da
T of tbe 
an1e lllouth appeared tho 
first nU111ber of his New T"ork Nation, the ndvent of which 
was hailed with enthusiasm by the great llHtjority of the 
Irish in .A.nlerica. The prestige of the Duùlin, NatioH, of 
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which 1\11'. 
1cGee ,vas known to have been one of the 
editors, the éclat he had before gained as editor of the Bos- 
ton Pilot, and, lastly, the great want the An1erican Irish had 
of a powerful organ, all combined to Il1ake the first issue of 
the New Y.ork Nation an event most anxiously looked for: 
As far as ability and power ,vere concerned, the Nation 
fully realized the most sanguine expectations of 1\11'. :\1cGee's 
friends, and it took, as it ,vere by right, the place of the 
great Irish organ of _t\.merica. But unfortunately for hiIu- 
self and the prospects of his paper, 1\11'. l\1cGee-naturally 
feeling sore on account of the utter and most ignoble failure 
of his party in Ireland, and the ÏInprisonment of his dearest 
friend, Gavin Duffy, and others of the leaders-in writing on 
the causes of the revolutionary collapse, threw the blame on 
the priesthood and hierarchy of Ireland, who had, he said, 
used their boundless influence in dissuading the people from 
joining the insurrection. As n1ight be expected, the illus- 
trious Bishop Hughes, then happily governing the dìocese 
of New York, took up the defence of the Irish clergY', and 
triurnphantly proved, through the cohul1ns of the press, that 
in acting as they had done, they saved their people frmn 
utter ruin by rushing into a rebellion for which no adequate 
prepn.ratiol1 had been nutde. 1\11'. J\IcGee stoutly maintained 
his own opinion, and luany took sides with him; but all the 
religious sympathies of the Irish people, and their profound 
reverence for their clergy, were arrayed against hiIn, and he 
fonnd, when too late, that he had lost ground considerably 
in the fa YOI' of the best portion of his countrymen in 
AU1erica. To do him justice, his own truly Irish respect for 
the clerical order speedily regained its panunount place in 
his mind and heart, and he not onlv desisted verv soon from 

 v 
writing against the Bishop, but ever after deplored this con- 
troversy with hirn as one of the false steps of his life. "\Yhat 
few men so greatly endo'wed would hü.ve done, he fre- 
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quent1y expressed, both in public and in priyate, his un- 
qualified regret that he had so far given way to the irrita- 
tion conseqnent on the soreness of defeat, as to raise his 
voice or wield his pen against a prelate whose greatness 
none knew better than he, or l110re fully acknowledged. 
But the New York Nation never recovered the effect of 
this unwise controversy, an<1, yielding to the ,,'ishes of his 
l1U1nerous friends in Boston, 1\11'. J\lcGee renloved, with his 
wife and an infant daughter, to that city, and cOl11nlenced, in 
the year 1850, the publication of the American Celt. During 
the first two years of the Celt's existence, it was characterized 
by the same, or nearly' the same, revolutionary ardor; but 
there came a time when the great strong mind and far- 
seeing intellect of its editor began to soar above the clouds 
of passion and prejudice into the regions of eternal truth. 
The cant of faction, the fiery denunciations that, after all, 
aIllounted to nothing, he began to see in their true colors; 
and with his whole heart he then and eyer after aspired 
to elevate the Irish people, not by impracticable Utopian 
SCheIlleS of revolution, but by teaching them to make the 
best of the hard fate that made them the subjects of a for- 
eign power differing from the111 in race and in religion ; to 
cultivate among the111 the arts of peace, and to raise them- 
selves, by the ways of peaceful industry and increasing en- 
lightenrnent, to the level even of the nlore prosperous sister- 
island. 'Yho ,vill say that he was less a patriot, less a lover 
of Ireland after than before this remarkable change fr01ll 
out-and-out radicalism to that cahn conservatism which ,vas 
the result of no selfish motive, but simply of ll1atured 
thonght and the sage counsels of such profound Christian 
thinkers as the late n10st en1Ïllent Bishop Fitzpatrick of 
Boston? As this change in 1\11'. }lcGee's principles has 
been, and still is, grossly nÜsrepresented by the revolution- 
ary party, whose ranks he quitted then and forever, and as 
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many eveJ?- of those who most admired his genius and his 
poetry have accepted the views of his unscrupulous enenlÏes, 
I think it nlY duty to dwell at more length on this particular 
point than the limit of this introductory sketch n1Ìght seem 
to warrant. In justice to his memory, I will leave hin1 to 
explain in his own terse and vigorous style the reasons, or 
rather the chain of argulllent, by which he arrived at the 
new set of principles which governed his whole remaining 
life. It was in the August of 1852 that he addressed, 
through the columns of the Celt, a "Letter to a Friend" on 
what he aptly styled "the recent Conspiracy against the 
Peace and Existence of Christendolll." This friend, we have 
reason to think, ,vas the late brilliantly-endowed Thomas F. 
l\Ieagher. * The second paragraph of this remarkable letter 
reads as follows : 
"Let me beg of you, in the sacred name of God, your 
Author and Redeemer, and in the dear name of Ireland, that 
you use this interval of eXelllption from a decided course to 
review the whole field of European politics, and to bring the 
proposals of the most conspicuous organs of power and agi- 
tators of change in our tÏ1ne to the only test of a Christian- 
the beam and scales in which St. John saw the angels weigh- 
ing men, actions, and Inotives. This standard of right and 
,vrong, a Protestant Christian might say, does not exist in 
this ,vorld; but a Catholic knows better. You are a Cath- 
olic. For you there is an exact and infallible standard, to 
which nothing is too high and nothing too low-which will 
detect a grain wanting in a pennyweight, or a stone missing 
from a pyramid. The field of that standard is Christendom 
--Christ's kingdom-that is, his Church, and the angels of 


01< Few will have forgotten poor Meagher saying only a little before, that 
even if the altar stood in the way of Ireland's freedom, it must be overthro\\ n. 
Happily even he lived to see llÍs fatal error, and to admit, as he did in his far 
Australian exile, that if ever IreL'lnd is to be libera.ted, she must first be 
regenerated l'
T baptism in her own holy wells. 
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t.he standard are the bishops and doctors of the Church. 
. Sir, JOU have been born in the kingdon1, and enlisted as a 
soldier under the standard, and you are bound to bring al1 
that concerns the one to be weighed ana measured by the 
other." 
After speaking then at some length of the investigation of 
the principles on ,vhich that choice ought to be made, the 
writer goes on to saJ : 
" Permit me, as one who has been over the ground of this 
inquiry, to tell you what discoveries I n1ade upon it. This 
I will do as candidly and plainly as if I ,vere dictating a 
last will and testament, for in this case all plainness is 
delnanded. 
"I discovered, at the very outset of the inquirJ, my own 
ignorance. This I discovered in a way which, I trust in 
God, you will never have to tra\'el-by controversy and bit- 
terness, and sorrow for lost time and wasted opportunities. 
Had we studied principles in Ireland as devoutly as we did 
an ideal nationality, I might not now be laboring double 
tiùes to recover a confidence which my own fault forfeited. 
But I will say it, for it is necessary to be said, that in Ire- 
land the study of principles is at the lowest ebb. Our liter- 
ature has been English-that is, Protestant; our politics 
have been French, or implicit follo'wing of O'Connell; and 
under all this rubbish, the half-forgotten Catechism was the 
only Christian element in our mental Constitution. Since 
Burke died, politics ceased to be 3. science in our island 
and ill England. The cruel political economy of Adam 
Sn1Ïth never had disciples among us; the eloquence of Shiel 
is not bottomed upon any principle; the 'l}JSC dixit of O'Con- 
nell could be no substitute to ardent and awakened intellect, 
for the satisfying fullness of a Babnes or a Brownson. . . . . 
"Haying discovered, by close self-exalnination, that the 
reading chiefly of modern books, English and French, gavo 
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very superficial and false vÌe,vs of political sciencp, I cheer- 
fully said to nlyself, 'l\Iy friend, you are on the wrong track. 
You think you know something of human affairs, but you 
do not. You are ignorant, very ignorant of the primary 
principles that govern, and must govern, the ,vorld. You 
can put sentences together, but what does that avail you, 
when perhaps those sentences are but the husks and pods 
of poisonous seeds? Beware! look to it! You have a soul! 
'Vhat will all the fame of talents avail you, if JOu lose that ?' 
Thus I reasoned with myself, and then, setting my cherished 
opinions before nle, one by one, I tried, judged, and capitally 
executed everyone, save and except those which I found to 
be compatible with the following doctrines: 
"I. That there is a Christel1dolll. 
"II. That this Christendom exists by and for the Cath- 
olic Church. 
"III. That tÌlere is, in our own age, one of the most dan- 
gerous and general conspiracies against Christendom that 
the world has Jet seen. 
"IV. That this conspiracy is aided, abetted, and tolerated 
by many because of its stolen watchword-' Liberty.' 
"V. That it is the highest duty of 'a Catholic man' to go 
over cheerfully, he3.rtily, and at once, to the side of Chris- 
tendoIn-to the Catholic side, and to resist, with all his 
might, the conspirators who, under the stolen name of 
, Liberty,' make war upon all Christian institutions." 
Such, then, were the motives which induced the suhject 
of this memoir to go over, as it were, fronl one camp to the 
other-from the ranks of irreligion and universal revolution 
to those whose standard ,vas the Cross-whose motto was 
and is, "Peace and good will alTIOngst men"-whose end and 
aim is the freedom ,vherewith God maketh free-not the 
lawless liberty of doing evil. To this set of principles 1\11'. 
l\IcGee faithfully adhered to the hour of bis death, and they 
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governed his whole public life, and made him the conserva- 
tive stateslnan he was in his lllore mature years. 
After publishing the American Celt for some Jears in Bos- 
ton, where he obtained a high place an10ngst the eminent 
literary men of the day, 1\11'. l\lcGee transferred his publica.. 
tion office to Buifulo, at the urgent request of the late Bishop 
TÜ1l011, but ,vas nltin1ately persuaded by his llUtny friends in 
New York to remove thither, and here for SOllie :five :rears 
he held the :first position in the Irish - American press. 
During the years from 1852 to 1857, the .American Celt was 
l.egarded by friend and foe as the great chaIllpion and advo- 

 cate of the Irish race in America, and was considered the 
\) best authority on all n1atters affecting Irish interests. But 

 while editing the Celt with unequalled power and Inatchless 
;\ skill, 1\11'. 1t1cGee continued to instruct and delight crowded 
\
 audiences in the various cities and towns with his lectures 
[::.)) on all manner of subjects-very many of them delivered for 

 charitable and religious objects. His lectures on "The 

 Catholic History of America," "The Reformation in Ire- 
t) land," " The Jesuits," etc., can never be forgotten by those 
\1 
,
 who heard thelli. Yet amid all his arduous and toilsome 
-. avocations, he found time to institute and inaugurate various 
associations and 1110Vements having the social and nloral 
elevation of the Irish race for their object; and it may truly 
be said, that to his undJing love of his own race, and his 
:yearning aspirations for their well-being, they owed some of 
the 11l0St valuable suggestions for their guiùance as a people 
that have yet been 111ade. It was his special object to keep 
theIll bound together by the memories of their con1mon 
past, and to teach them that manly self-respect that would 
elevate thelll before their fellow-citizens, and keep theIll 
from political degradation. To D1ake them good citizens of 
this their adopted country, lovers of the old" cradle-land" 
of their race, and devoted adherents of the sacred cause of 
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Uatholicity-these were the ends and aims visible on every 
page of the .American Celt. But unfort.unately for the pecu- 
niary prospects of its editor, the Celt took sides with no 
political part.y here, and warned the Irish population not to 
trust implicitly in any. The consequence wn,s, that it lost 
ground with "the politicians;" and the very l'eason that 
should bave made it a power in the land-its steadfast ad- 
herence to principle, its lofty disregard of party interests or 
party illtrigues-Iuade it languish for want of support, and 
becon1e a heavy burden on the over-taxed mind of its editor 
anù proprietor. Yet who will say that the .American Celt 
was not more honored in its high, unselfish mission than it 
"TouId have been in the more remunerative sphere of party- 
politics? 'Vho will say that its teachings died with it, or 
that the self-devoting labors of its editor have left no fruit 
behind them? The best and Illost intelligent of the Irish 
race even to-day in these countries are proud to acknowl- 
edge their debt of gratitude to the .American Celt and "D'Arcy 
l\lcGee." 
An10ngst other projects for the advancement of bis OWll 
race, 1\11'. 1\IcGee had early conceived, and consistently ad- 
vocated in the Celt, that of colonizing- spreading abroad and 
taking possession of the land-making h0111es on the broad 
prairies of the all-welcoming 'Vest, instead of herding to- 
gether in the demoralizing" tenement-houses" of our great 
cities. To promote this most laudable end, 1\11'. l\lcGee 
inaugurated what was called "the Buffalo Convention"- 
nalnely, a meeting or senate of one hundred Irish-Alnerican 
gentlen1en, both lay and clerical, held in the border city 
aboye narned, as being easy of access to delegates from both 
sides of the frontier line. In this Convention, composed of 
the n10st intelligent and distinguished amongst the Inen of 
their race in the several localities which they represented, 
Mr. l\IcGee was confessedly the ruling spirit) the chief or.. 



BIOGRAPHICAL SKETCH OF THE AUTHOR. 29 


ganizer; 
.et his chara
teristic modest.y made him keep 
rather in the background, while others were placed in the 
vall, and ulade the apparent leaders. of the IllOYen1ent. This 
might be called his débût in that senatoriaL career in which 
he subsequently attained so great distinct.ion. 'VeIl had it 
been for the Irish in America had the views and suggestions 
of the Buffalo Convention been more generally adopted. 
That Convention was, however, an epoch in 
Ir. l\IcGee's 
life. His en1inent talents, his untiring assiduity, his in- 
domitabìe perseverance, were so strikingly manifested then, 
that some of the Canadian delegates becan1e Ï1npressed with 
the idea of inducing hÜn to take up his abode in the 
Provinces, where his name and fame were already known as 
one of the great Irishmen of the day. He had lectured in 
the Canadian cities during the preccdiug years, and the 
spell of his genius and the might of his wondrous eloquence 
had, as usual, enchained those who heard hÜn. He had 
n1ade warm friends in l\lontreal and other cities, and they 
all united in urging him to take up his abode in 1\Iolltreal, 
where the want of a ruling mind such as his was sensibly 
felt by the rapidly-increasing Irish population. It was rep- 
l'esented to him that he had not met in the United States 
with that encouragement or that degree of appreciation 
which his great abilities and deyot.ion to principle deserved; 
whereas in Canada his countrymen stood III neeù uf his 
services, and had the power and the will to advance his 
interests. 
After some negot.iation on the subject, l\lr. l\IcGee at 
length consented to make Canada his hon1e, sold bis 
interest in the American Celt, and removeù 'with hi8 fanlily 
to 1\lontreal, where he at once cOIllmellced the publication 
of a journal called The New Era. This paper was not ,yery 
successful, owing to tho fact that its editor was as yet but 
little acquainted with Canadian affairs, and was obliged, as 
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it were, to feel his way before he ventured to take his stand 
amongst the publicists of the Province. But the success or 
failure of the New Era was of snutll account, as it soon ap- 
peared. Before the end of his :first Jear in 1\10ntreal, 1\11'. 
l\lcGee's friends and countrymen, against all odds, returned. 
him to the Canadian Parliament, as one of tLe three mem- 
bers for l\lontreal. This ,vas undoubtedly a great triumph, 
for his election had been warmly contested, and it was only 
the united action and the honest enthusiasm of his own 
coun trymen and co-religionists that carried the day. 
The modesty which, as ,ve have said, 'vas one of 1\11'. 
1tlcGee's characteristics as a public nlan, madè him keep 
rather in the background for SOl1le tÏ1ne after he had en- 
tered on his senatorial duties. His l)osition in the House 
of Assenlbly, too, was not what he could have wished, and 
was, in fact, somewhat anomalous, as he found himself, for 
the tÌIne being, identified with what was called the Rouge 
party, the Radicals of Canada, with whom he had little or 
nothing in common. But even though laboring under this 
disadvantage, and that other of being still comparatively a 
stranger, 1\11'. l\1cGee failed not to make his Inark in the 
legislative halls of his llew country, and before the close of 
his first session, the Irish menlber for l\10ntreal was recog- 
nized. as one of the most popular men in Canada. Many 
of those who had been his enenlies, and the enemies of his 
race, were already disarmed of their prejudices, and began 
to perceive that an Irish Catholic could rise to any level; 
that, after all, something good could come out of the heart 
of Celtic Ireland. Considering the fierce opposition which 
1\11'. 
1cGée's first nOlnination and subsequent election met 
froln the English and Scotch and Protestant Irish electors 
of l\Iontreal, and the cold, indifferent, and lnerely acci<1ental 
support of his fellow-Catholics, the French Canaùians, to 
whom his name was entirely unknown, no greater triumph 
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()f genius and of a noble nature has been seen in our tinles 
than his second, and third, and fourth elections for 1\lon- 
treal by acclamation, and ,vithout opposition. This" Irish 
adyenturer," this "stral1ger frolll abroad," while elevating 
his own people, and defending his own faith, its laws and its 
institutions, as it never had been defended in a Canadian 
Parliament, while proving himself the great Catholic Irish- 
luan of Canada, made friends for himself and his co-religion- 
ists even amongst those who bad been most prejudiced 
against everything Catholic and Irish, and stood forth, not 
by any assumption of his own, but by general consent, the 
rising star of British Alnerica, the life and light of the 
Canadian Legislature, already distinguished for eminent 
men and able statesmen. Yet, at times, his early connection 
with the revolutionary party ,vas lnade the subject of biting 
sarcaSlll and ungenerous reproach by some political oppo- 
nent. On one of these occasions, when twitted with baving 
been a "rebel" in former years, he replied with that candor 
and that calm sense of rectitude that distinguished him in 
his parliamentary career : 
"It is true, I was a rebel in Ireland in '48. I rebelled 
against the misgovernment of my country by Russell and 
his school. I rebelleù because I saw my countrJ'lnen starv- 
ing before my eyes, while my country had her trade and 
COlnmerce stolen from her. I rebelled against the Church 
Establi
hment in Ireland; and there is not a Liberal nlan in 
this community who would not have done as I did, if he 
were placed in my position, and followed the dictates of 
humanity." 
About the year 1865, 1\11'. l\IcGee's countr
rnlen in 1\1on- 
treal and other cities presented hinl with a substantial 
mark of their esteeln and adlniratiol1-viz., a handsonle resi- 
dence, suitably furnished, in one of the best localities in the 
city he so ably represented. 
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In 1862 he accepted the office of PresiLlent of the E
ecu- 
tive Council (whence his title of Honorable), and while 
discharging tbe duties of that onerous position, he likewise 
acted for a time as Provincial Secretary, Hon. l\Ir. Dorion, 
who bad held that office, having resigned. "\Yho could be- 
lieve that it was at this particular time, and amid. all the 
multifarious avocations of bis double office, tbat he com- 
pleted his "History of Ireland," in two 12mo. yohunes, 
confessedly one of the best, if not the very best, digest of 
Irish history yet written? Yet such was the fact. 
In 1865, ::\11'. 1\lcGee visited his native land, in company 
with some friends, and, ,vhile staying with his father in 
"\Yexford, delivered in that city a speech on the condition of 
the Irish in America, which gave offence to his countrymen 
in the United States, inasmuch as he took pains to show 
that a larger proportion of them became denloralized and 
degraded in that country than ill Canada. It was either 
during this visit, or a previous one in 1855, just ten years 
before, that he caused a tomb to be erected over the gl'a:ve 
of the mother he haù loved so well. * 
In 1867, 1\11'. l\lcGee was sent to Paris by the Canadian 
Government as one of the Comn1Ïssioners from Canada to 


* Speaking of this touching act of filial affection, the lrexfol'd IndRpendc71,t 
of that date remarked: 
" Some years ago a little poem was copied into the Nation and several of 
our contemporaries from an American paper; it was addressed' To my Wish- 
ing-
ap,' and bore the well-known poetical title of our townsman, .Mr. Thomas 
D'
\ rcy McGee. Among the other wishes expressed was the following: 
'\Vishing-cap, W'is11Ìng-cap, let us away 
To walk in the cloisters, at clost of day, 
Once trod by friars of orders gray, 
In Norman Selskar's renown'd al)baye, 
And Cal'men
s ancient town; 
For I would kneel at my mother's grave, 
\Vhere the plumy churchyard elms wave, 
And the 01<1 war-walls lool, down.' 
The poet lived to see 11is wish fulfilled, and, on his late vi::;it to 'Yc
ord, caused a. 
neat tomb to be IJlaced over that beloved grave." 
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the great Exposition held dllring that year in the French 
metropolis. From Paris he went to Rome as Olle of a 
depu tation from the Irish inhabi tan ts of l\Ion treal on a 
question concerning the affairs of St. Patrick's congregation 
in that city. During his visit to Paris, RaIne, and other 
cities of the European continent, he wrote for the New Ym'k 
Tablet a series of very interesting letters, en titled "Irish 
Episodes of Foreign Trave1." III London he n1et, by pre- 
vious appointment, S0111e of his colleagues in the Canadian 
Cabinet, 'who had gone to England to lay before the In1perial 
Govern111en t the plan of the proposed union of the British 
Provinces, In the important deliberations which followed, 
1\11'. ::\1cGee took a leaJing part, as he had a right to do, for 
this grand project, so much in accordance with his lofty 
genius, was, in fact, his own, and had been for years the 
object of his earnest endeavors. He was then 
Iinister of 
Agriculture and E1nigratiou, which office he continued to 
hold up to the time when, in the summer of 1867, the con- 
federation ,vas at last effected, and the three great lnaritinle 
Provinces were politically united with the Canadas, under 
the general title of the" Dominion of Canada." 1\11". l\lcGee 
was offered a place in the ne,v Cabinet, but with a disin- 
terested patriotisnl and a high sense of honor, which the 
country failed not to appreciate, he declined accepting office, 
in order to n1ake way in the Cabinet for Hon. 1\11'. !{enny, of 
N O
t Scotia-like hÏ1l1self, an Irisillnan and a Catholic. 
But with all his great anJ well-deserved popularity, and 
the high position he had attained 
ullongst the state8111en of 
the Don1Ïnion, 1\11'. )IcGee had made for hinlself bitter ene- 
mies by his open and consistent opposition to the Fenian 
nlovernent, in which his clear head and far-seeing 1nind 
saw no prospect of permanent good for Ireland, and HIuch 
that was likely to deuloralize and de-catholicizo the people 
of that island. He regarùed it from the first as an off-shoot 
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of the great uni\yersal schelne of reyolution "yhich, like 3. 
net-work, overspreads, or rather underlies, every state and 
kingdolH of the Old 'Y orId-that very" conspiracy" ag:tinst 
religion, law, and order, in relation to which he had ,varued, 
as already seen, one of his early associates in the" Young 
Ireland" movenlent on his landing in America, after escap- 
ing from penal servitude in Australia. But it was in regard 
to Canada, and their avowed Ï1.1.tention of invading that 
country, his home and the home of his fan1Ïly, where he had 
been kindly welconled and raised by his own countrynlen 
and others, to honor and eminence, that 1\11'. l\lcGee 1l10st 
severely denounced the Fenians. He rightly considered 
that it was a grievous wrong to inyade a peaceful country 
like Canada, only non1Ïnally dependent on Great Britain, 
and where so many thousands of Irishlnen were living 
happily and contentedly under just and equitaLle laws of 
the people's own making. And it is quite certain that the 
great body of the Irish in every part of Canada reprobated 
these projects of "Fenian" invasion as strongly as did ::\11'. 
l\lcGee. But the whole vial of Fenian wrath ,,'as poured on 
his devoted head, and no means ,vas left un tried to danlage 
his character, public and private. The vilest calulll11Ïes 
were set afloat concerning him, and the honest synlpathies 
of the Irish people of l\Iontreal and Canada for their native 
land were worked. upon by artful and unprincipled persons, 
who represented hini as a traitor to Ireland and her cause, 
and even to the Catholic faith, which is Ireland's best inherit- 
ance. Influenced more than they ought to have been by 
these Inean and dastardly underhand proceedings of bis 
enemies, a portion of his countrymen in l\Iontreal, chiefly, 
if not all, of the lowest classes, ,yere induced to accept 
another Irish Catholic, a prominent rnember of the Cana- 
dian bar, as their candidate, in opposition to 1\11'. l\lcGee, 
and a 
torm
" conte
t followed, in which the latter 'was sue... 
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cessful, and on the 6th day of November, 18G7, took his sen:t 
as nlember for l\Iontreal 'Vest in the first Parliament of the 
Don1Ïnion. The victory, however, cost hinl dear, for the vile 
means that had been used to turn the Irish of l\lontreal 
against hinl for electioneering purposes were the imll1eùiate 
causes of his assassination a few nlollths later. The evil 
passions of the basest and nlost degraded of his country- 
men had been excited against hiIn, and he was thenceforth 
a doomed man, although he probably knew it not. 
At the time of that ill-starred election, 1\11'. l\IcGee was 
but recovering fronl illness, and the stonny scenes inciden- 
tal to so fierce a struggle, with the grief and nlortification 
of seeing some of his own countrymen his bitterest oppo- 
nents, all cOInbined to produce a reaction, which threw him 
again on a bed of sickness. During man y tedious weeks of 
suffering, and the necessary seclusion from the world conse- 
quent thereon, he thought Illuch on subject,s affecting his 
soul's welfare; he reflected on the ingratitude of men, the 
eInptiness of faDle, the nothingness of earthly things, the 
grandeur and solidity of the imperishable goods of eternity. 
In the deep silence of his soul, shut in frOll1 the great tu- 
IllUlt of the outer world, he pondered on the eternal truths 
and on the religious traditions of his race, and the strong 
faith that his Christian 1110ther had implanteù in his heart 
grew and flourished until it brought forth flowers of piety 
that would have shed a glory and a beauty on the altar of 
I'eligion, had he been permitted to live to carry out his ex- 
alted and purified ideas. Strange to say, with all his brill- 
iant success as a public man, neither politics nor public life 
had eyer been his choice ; by the force of circumstances he 
was drifted on to those troubled waters, whero l'eßt and 
peaee are things unknown. The calm pursuits of literature, 
the study of that old-time lore which, even in boyhood, he 
had loved so well, and the cultivation of that poetic genius 
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which bad so early developed itself in bis wonderfully-gifted 
Inind-these were his favorite occupations, and for hiu1self 
be would have desired none other. How often, ",-hen writ- 
ing to his best-loved friends, has he spoken of some bright 
Sbason of calm rest, when, far from the bustle of public 
affairs, be should be at liberty to devote himself to literary 
pursuits. 'Vhat plans be had projected! what dreams 
dreamed of what be was then to do for the advancement 
of Irish and Catholic literature! 
Yet who that heard him in debate, even in the last Illonths 
of his life, during tbat last session of Parliament, could have 
guessed that his hopes and wishes were far in the dim re- 
treats of quiet life, with his books and bis pen, and that 
harp whose chords were his own heart-strings! On the 
very night preceding his cruel murder he delivered one of 
the noblest speeches ever heard within the wal1s of a Cana- 
dian Parliament, and fuHy equal to the best of his own. 
The subject was the cementing of the lately-formed Union 
of the Provinces by bonùs of mutual kindness and good-will. 
It was a glorious speech, they said wbo heard it ; but, alas! 
alas! the echoes of that all-potent voice had scarcely died on 
the air, when the great orator, the preacher of peace, the 
sagacious statesman, the gifted son of song, the loved of 
InallY heal.ts, had ceased to live! 
He had reacbed the door of his temporary honle, the fair 
moon of April shining down from the cold, clear depths of 
heaven,-silence reigned around, broken only by the distant 
roar of the cataract,* cOIning softened and subdued on the 
still air of night, his poet-soul drinking in the ethereal 
beauty of the hour,-when a lurking assassin stole from his 
place of con.cealmellt, and, con1Ïng close behind, shot him 
through the head, causing instantaneous death. A few 
lllinutes later and all Ottawa was in comIllotion over" the 


*' The Chaudière Falls, near Ott
rwa City. 
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murder of Hon. T. D. 
IcGee," and the sad news was flying 
on the telegraph's wilJgs to the quiet hOlne in ::\lontreal 
where the wife of his youth and their two fair daughters 
were wrapped in sleep, dreaIning, it might be, of the cahu 
delights of the cOIning days which the husband and father 
was to spend with his faInily ; for it was the Tuesday morn- 
ing in Holy"\V eek, and the next evening he was to have 
reached home for the Easter recess. Over the sorrow of 
that household we cast a veil; it was too sacreù for the pub- 
lic eye. 
Secret and unseen by mortal eye was the death of the 
great Irish - Canadian; grand and imposing, and of regal 
l)omp, were his funeral rites, and lofty the honors that 
greeted his cold remains. His obsequies were solmnllized 
first in the Cathedral of Ottawa; then in St. Patrick's Church 
and in the Church of Notre Dame, in l\Iol1treal; and again 
in the beautiful Cathedral of Halifax, N. S., on which latter 
occasion a noble fUlleral oration was delivered by his true 
and 1110st appreciative friend, Archbishop Connolly. And the 
people of Canada mourned him many days, and still do 
mourn the great loss they sustained in his pren1ature death. 
In their social réunions, in their national festivals, they speak 
of hin1, whose voice ,vas 'YOl1t to delight all hearts, whose 
subtle and bright, yet gentle humor shed light on all around, 
whose genial nature diffused a spirit of brotherly love and 
the best of good-fellowship wherever its influence reachecl.* 


0\0 In proof of this, I may mention that at 'UIC annual celebration of" Hallow- 
e'en" by the St. Andrew's Society of Montreal, at which Mr. Mc(;ee was wont 
to 
peak, and where it is customary to read prize poems on that old Scotch 
and Irish festival, of forty-six poems sent in competition 011 tha Hallowe 'cn 
following his death, ihÙ'i!J-se-cen contained some touching allusion to that 
ad 
event. From one of the poems to which prizes were awarded, we quote the 
folio wing stanzas, in the ancient dialect to Scotia dear: 
" All! wad that he were here the nicht, 
Whase tongue was like a faerie lute! 
TIut vain the wish: McGee! thy might 
Lies low in death-thy voice is mute. 
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His assassination took place on the morning of April 7th, 
find on the St. Patrick's Day previous, just three weeks 
before, he had been entertained at a public banquet in 
Otta wa City. His speech on that occasion was one of the 
noblest efforts of his marvellous eloquence. It was on the 
general interests of the Irish race, with the present condi- 
tion and future prospects of Irish literature-shadowing 
forth, in no indistinct lines, his own abiding and all-endur- 
ing love of his race and country, and the work he had 
marked out for hÎ111self in the after years for the service of 
one and the other. He alluded to certain representations 
be had made while in London, during the previous year, to 
Lord Derby, then Premier of England, ,vith regard to the 
nlÏsgovernment of Ireland, and the necessity of satisfJing 
the just demands of the Irish people, remarking, at the same 
tiu1e, in his hlunorous way, that "even a $ilent Irislullan 
n1ight do something to serve his country." :Following up 
the same train of thought, he wrote, only a few days before 
his death, that memorable letter to the Earl of l\layo, Chief 
Secretary of Ireland, earnestly recOmlnelH.lÏng that some 
pernlanel1t measures should be taken to improve the condi- 
tion of Ireland, and remove the disaffection of her people by 
a n10re just and equitable course of legislation than. that 
hitherto pursued. The fun"eral vault had closed on the 
writer of that remarkable document-since quoted by 1\11'. 


He's gane, the noblest 0' us a'-- 
Aboon a' care 0' warMly fame; 
An' wha sae proud as he to ca' 
Our Canada his hame? 


" The gentle maple weeps an' waves 
Aboon our patriot-statesmall's heed; 
But if we prize the licht he gave, 
'Ve'll bury feud
 of race and creed. 
For thi:,; he wrocht, for thi
 he died; 
An' for the Inve we bear his name, 
Let's live as brithers, side by side, 
In Canada, our hame." 
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Gladstone in snpport of his just and stateslllall-like views in 
regard to the government of Ireland-before it reached 
America, after publication in England. " A prophetic voice 
from the dead coming from beyond the Atlantic," the 
English statesman aptly styled that letter of earnest plead- 
ing for Ireland. At the very time of his death, too, 1\11'. 
l\IcGee was engaged writing, for the Catholic TVuJ'ld of New 
York, an essay on "Oliver Plunket, Archbishop and l\Iartyr." 
Thus, it m
y truly be said that he died, as he had lived, 
"loving and serving his mistress, IRELA:ND, as a true knight." 
His last writings were for Ireland-his last words for the 
peace and unity of his adopted country, the New DOluinion 
of Canada. 
The following touching tribute to his memory, from the 
pen of one of our very few remaining lrislunen of genius, 
w"ill be read with interest: 
"Ð'Arcy 1\lcGee I" wrote Henry Giles to the present 
writer, soon after the sad death of their common friend- 
"Ð'.A.rcy :\IcGee! I knew him welI, and loved him greatly. 
He ,yas but a boy when I first Inade his acquaintance, and 
even then he was engaged in writing brilliant articles in 1\1r. 
Donahoe's Pilot. He had, besides, published S0111e of his 
literary efforts. As he advanced in 
.ears, so he did in 
puwer. . . . . Great in his eloquence, his reputation grew 
with the growth of that country" (meaning Canada) "which 
his energies helped to increasing force. All this had as yet 
but served to indicate his power, to put forth the branches 
of his deep-lying energy, when the assassin drew near, and, 
with his stealthy step, in darkness, crushed the growing and 
advancing strength." 
But he is dead, "the noblest ROIna
 of us all;" lost to 
friends Dnd country-lost to literature-lost t.o song. 
"Far away," says one of his biographers, "frOll1 that glo- 
rious but nnh,appy isle where he drenmt away tho bright 
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fleeting hours of his" childhood-far awa
r from the home of 
his dearest hopes, of his highest aspirations-far away from 
the green churchyard where the ashes of his parents rest ill 
the friendly enlbrace of the land of their birth-in the New 
,y orId, far over the sea, in the land of his adoption, high up 
on the sunny side of beautiful' l\Iount Royal,' which, slop- 
ing towards the far-falned St. Lawrence, laves its foot in the 
limpid waters of the majestic river, overlooking the fair city 
of 1tlontreal, where for years his voice was the most potent, 
his sn1Ìle the most friendly, his influence in all that was most 
noble, patriotic, and good, was lllost felt, sleeps the greatest 
poet, orator, statesman, historian, the best, the truest friend, 
counsellor, and guide of the Irish race in America. His 
grave is bedewed by a :young nation's tears; his 111emory 
lives, and shall live, ill that young nation's heart; his name 
and falne shall cast lustre on the pages of her history, and 
his life-labors stand forth as an example worthy of emula- 
tion to future millions." * 


* "Short Sketch of the Life of the Hon. Thomas Ð'Arcy McGee," by Henry 
J. O
C. Clarke, Q. C., Montreal 
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OF all the poets of our time, Thomas D'Arcy l\IcGee ,vas, 
in many ways, the most remarkable. Unaided by collegiate 
education, thrown entirely on his own resources-even in 
boyhood an emigrant to the New 'Vorld, where his supreme 
genius made hÌ1ll a brilliànt editor and an effective orator 
long before the age when other men enter on the s
age 01 
ordinary life-a popular lecturer-a writer of acknowledged 
power, equal to the best of our time-a careful and reliable 
historian-an essayist of grace and skill-a legislator-a 
ruler-a projector of mighty plans for the government 01 
nations-yet a singer of sweet songs, interweaving the wear- 
ing, wasting cares of daily life, and the lofty conceptions of 
the statesn1an's Inind, with the glittering thread of poesy" 
the golden fringe of life's dull garment, giving brightnf'ss 
and beauty to the meanest things, the dryest pursuits, the 
"
eariest hOl1rs,-Poetry was his solace in t,he manifold 
troubles of his life. It cheered him in poverty; it enlivened 
his dreariest hours; it breathed a charm over the dry details 
and joyless struggles of political life ; it illumined the edito- 
rial pages; it refreshed his overtaxed mind when Nature 
called for repose; it Inade love fonder and friendship dearer; 
and softened grief, and brightened joy, and made Thonuls 
D' .Arcy l\IcGee the best-loyed friend, the most genial com- 
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panion, the most hospitable and cordial host, the best enter- 
tainer our modern society has seen in America, while lend- 
ing to his speeches, to his public writings, as well as to his 
private correspondence, the ineffable charm that poetry, the 
offspring of mind and heart, alone can give. * 
That this poetry of his nature ,vas expressed in noble and 
most melodious verse, we have very high literary authority. 
l\Ial1Y years have passed away since Charles Gavin Duffy, 
himself a poet of no Inean order, said of 
IcGee's poetry, and 
of his devotion to "Irish interests :" 
"'Vho has served them with such fascinating genius? 


'" Amongst other remarkable proofs of the charm that pervaded even the 
public dh;conrses of Mr. :McGee, I will cite the following: In 1862, he was in- 
vited to assist at the great" Popham Celebration" at Portland, Me. On that 
occasion he spoke on "Samuel de Champlain," and a few days after he re- 
ceived from Mrs. Lydia H. Sigourney the following graceful tribute,-she 
afterwards sent him a copy of her poems: 


"HARTFORD, COX
., U. S. A., October 1st. lR62. 
"Mrs. Sigourney was delighted with the perusal of the address of 
Ir. 
McGee at the celebration of the 1.35th anniversary of the settlement of .Maine, 
as reported in our public prints, and regretted not having had the l)rivilege of 
lb;tcning when it was delivered. 
.. Rhe has long cherished an interest in the character and exploits of Sieur 
de Champlain, and felt that they had scarcely won due appreciation. Of the 
accompanying brief poem, which owes its existence to the eloquence of .Mr. 
McGee, she requests his acceptance as a slight acknowledgement of the 
l)lcasure for which she is indebted. 


"LE SlEUn DE CILnIPLAI
. 


"Onward o.er waters which no keel had trod, 
No plummet sounded in their depths below, 
No heaving anchor grappled to the sod 
"
here flowers of Ocean in seclusion glow. 
From isle to isle, from coast to coast he press.d 
'Yith patient zeal, and chivalry suhlime, 
Folding o'er Terra Incognita.s breast 
The lillied vassalage of Gallia's clime; 
Though Henry of Navarre's profound mistake 
.Montcalm must expiate and Fr:mce regret, 
Yet yonder tranquil and heaven-mirror'd Lake, 
Like diamond in a marge of emerald set, 
Bears on its freshening wave from ::-:horc to shore 
The bapti!:!m of hi
 llame forevermore." 
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His poetry and his essay's touch are like the breath of spring, 
and revive the buoyancy and chivalry of youth. I plunge 
into them like a refreshing stream of 'Irish undefiled.' ''''"hat 
other man has the subtle chann to invoke our past history 
anù make it live before us? If he has not loyed his n1Ìs- 
tress, 'Ireland,' with the fidelity of a true knight, I cannot 
IHlllle anyone who has." 
The Dublin Nation, of l\Iay 20th, 1857, speaking of "True 
Poetry, and ho,v it has been apÍ)loeciated," speaks as follows 
of 1tlr. l\IcGee's poetry: "Perhaps, however, the poetic re- 
creations of T. D. l\IcGee, taking thelTI as a whole, are the 
lllost intensely Irish verses which have, as yet, been contri- 
buted to our literature. No one, not even Davis, seems to 
have infused the spirit of Irish history so thoroughly into 
his luind and heart as l\IcGee; nor can any more melancholy 
proof of the decay of national spirit be given than the fact 
that these poems, the composition of 'which has been a labor 
of love to him-exile as he is from the Old Green Land- 
remain uncollected. 'Ve might search in vain, even through 
the nunlberless volumes of English poems and lyrics, for any 
that equal in their passion, fire, and beauty his verses en- 
titled 'The 'Yar,' 'Sebastian Cabot to his Lady,' 'The 
Celt's Salutation,' and nlany others." 
Since his lan1ented death, Henry Giles "Trote, "All this" 
(l11eaning his outward life, his visible strength and power) 
"has beneath it an ever-abiding, underlying principle, a 
well-spring ever fresh and ever sweet of glorious poetry, 
with its softest melody, or, in passion, indignant and strong, 
with its wild and varied vehemence. How variecl the poenls 
weJ:e which he breathed forth upon the woes and wrongs of 
Ireland! How noble HIe strains in which he celebrates 
that beantif1111H.nd of lnuch calalnity and coul1tless wrongs!" 
And the Lonùon Alhenæum, speaking of Canadian poetr)'", 
said, :rears ago, while 1\11'. l\lcGee ,vas still anlongst the 
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living: "They have one true poet within their horders- 
that is, Thomas Ð' Arcy 1\1cGee. In his younger daJs the 
principle of rebellion inspired him with stately verse; let us 
hope that the conservative principles of his more mature 
Jears will yield many a noble song in his new country." 
It has also been said, and I think with truth, that 1\1cGee 
,vas, even rnore than 1\1oore, entitled to be called" the Bard 
of Erin," for that his genius was more distinctively Irish, 
and his inspiration lllore directly and more exclusively from 
Ireland and her ancient race. His poetry bears all the char- 
acteristics of genuine Irish minstrelsy; it is redolent with 
the purest Irish feeling; the passionate love of country and 
of kin, the reverence for ,vhat is old and venerable, the 
strong religious faith, the high appreciation of the beautiful 
anù the good-these underlie all his poems; while over all 
are diffused the choicest graces of fancy, the most subtle 
hU1110r, the most delicate beauty of thought and expression. 
Like sonle strain from the bardic ages of old, comes to the 
ear and to the heart one of l\1cGee's ballads. 'Vhether he 
sings of love or friendship, of faith or charity, of war or 
peace, or cha?ts some old-time legend, or a grand historic 
tale of other days, the under-tones are still the same, and 
the chords are swept with a master's hand. 'Yhen he sings 
of 


"The green grave of my mother 
'.Neath Selskar's ruin'd wall," 


or of the young wife of his love, whonl he was forced to leave 
in the first year of their nlarriage, now sighing- 


"Sad the parting Bcene was, Mary, 
By the ;yellow-flowing :Foyle," 


now reminding her of the calm joys of their bridal da
"s in 
10vely'Vicklow- 


"Dost thou remember the dark lake, dearest, 
'Vhere the sun never shines at noon ?" 
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and passionately cries- 
" My darling, in the land of dreams, of wonder, and delight, 
I see you, and sit by you, and woo J'ou all the night; 
Under trees that glow like diamonds upon my aching sight, 
You are walking- by my side in your wedùin
 garments white"- 
,ve hear his voice like the sighing of the breeze in summer 
boughs, and we think of the forgotten bards of the long- 
past ages, who left us "The Last Rose of Summer" and 
"Savourneen Dheelish." Anon, he sings of battle, as was 
his wont in the fiery days of youth, and his voice is a trum- 
pet-call- 


" Gather together the n:1tions 
 arouse and arm the men!" 


Ho,v the martial spirit of the Celts of old rings in Cathal's 
"Farewell to the RJ'e :" 


"Farewellsickle! welcome sword !" 


in the" Harvest Hymn," and" The Reaper's Song," and 
"The Summons of Ulster," and the "Song of the Sheiks I" 
'Ve read these warlike lays, and the" Pilgrims of Liberty," 
and lllauy another patriot strain, and we feel our souls stirred 
within us, and we marvel that the calm, Ineditative mind of 
the sta.tesman we knew in later days could ever have con- 
ceiyed such burning thoughts. 
l\gain, and how often our poet sings of his native land, her 
'Woes, her beauties, the passionate love whe
ewith she in- 
spired him from youth up, a love that no time or space could 
ever cool, ever diminish I As a boy leaving Ireland, he sang 
to hon1e and country-to "Carmen's ancient town," "to 
'Yexford in the distance ;" in exile, he chanted sweetly and 
lllournflllly the memories of his own land and his yearnings 
to behold it again. His" Parting from Ireland" is an agon- 
izing wail of sorrow: 
" Oh, dread Lord of heaven and earth! hard and sad it is to go 
:Froll1 the land I loved and cherish'd into outward gloom and woe; 
'VaH it for this, Guardian Angel! when to manly years I came, 
Homewan.1 J as a light, you led me-light that now is turn"d to fla.me ?', 
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And ,vhoever sang with fonder pride, or in more melodious 
verse, the rOlnantic beauty of Ireland, her household virtues, 
bel' ever-abiding faith in things diyine? I-Iow fond]y he 
apostrophizes his 


"Ireland of the Holy Islands, 
Belted round with misty highlands!" 
In "The Deserted Chapel" we have a most touching and 
graphic description of the desolating effects of eInigration in 
the old land; in "The \V oful \Yinter," a mournful lalnent 
for the myriad victims of famine and pestilence in the ùreary 
year of '47: 


" They are flying, flying, like northern birds, over the sea for fear; 
They cannot abide in their own green land, they seek a, resting here 
Oh! wherefore are they flying-is it from the front of war, 
Or have they smelt the Asian plague the winds waft from afar ?:, 
And again, in the noble poem entitled "Famine in the 
Land," 
" Death reapeth in the field of life, and we cannot count the corpses !" 


the same subject is pursued váth sorrowful interest. It was 
indeed one that addressed itself to the tenderest sympathies 
of the poet's heart, and we find it touchingly prol11inent in 
several of the poems; and this is natural, for" the Ancient 
Race," the" Celtic Race," was one of his favorite tbelnes; 
he loyed more than all to sing its praise; he loved it, he 
was proud of it; then how could he fail to feel its woes, and 
the dark doom that made it subject to periodical famine and 
pestilence? Even in the land of his exile, we find his 
"1\Ieditations" interwoven with sad reflections on the hard 
lot that makes so many of his countrymen wanderers on the 
face of the earth : 


" Alone in this mighty city, queen of the continent! 
I ponder on my people's fate in grief and discontent; 
Alas! that I llave lived to see them wiled and cast away, 
And driven like soulless cattle from their native land a prey!" 


Indeed, love for his own" island race" was one of our poet's 
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strongest and most abiding instinct
. How grandly he 
sings of "Ossian's Celts," of the warlike l\Iilesians! how fra- 
ternal and how noble his H Salutation to the Celts !"-- 


&I Hail to our Celtic brethren wherever they may be, 
In the far woods of Oregon, or by the .Atlantic sea!" 


His love for Ireland inspired 1\11'. l\IcGee beyond all 
doubt with some of the very best and sweetest of his poems. 
It WfiS so a part of his nature that, like the theIne of 801119 
noble piece of music, it runs through all his poetry, yielding 
ever the sweetest notes, charming U8, while we read, like 
the matins of the lark, or the vesper-hymn of the bird of 
eve. His songs of Ireland corne gushing from the inner- 
most depths of his heart, ,varm, and fresh, and glowing,- 


"0 Pilgrim, if you bring me from the far-off lands a sign, 
Let it be some token still of the Green Old Land once mine; 
A shell from the shores of Ireland would be dearer far to me 
Than all tIle wines of the Rhine-land, or the art of Italie." 


His" Wishes," his" l\Iemories," his" Heart's Resting-place," 
all echo the same strain- 


&I 1Yhere'er I turn'd, some emblem still 
Roused consciousness upon my track; 
Some hill was like an Irish hill, 
Some wild-bird's whistle call'd me back." 


And how touching is the apology \ve find in more than one 
of the poems for his passionate devotion to Ireland and her 
literature! In one he sings- 


" Oh! blame me not if I love to dwell 
On Erin's early glory; 
Oh! blame me not, if too oft I tell 
The same inspiring story!" 


In another we find the singula,rly characteristic lines- 


"I'd rather turn one simple verse 
Trne to the Gaelic ear, 
Than classic odes I might rehearse 
With senates li:;t'ning near." 
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Now this is precisely what he did, and it makes the chief 
chann of his poetry. It was because he, more than any poet 
()f onr timp. z "turn'd" his verses" true to the Gaelic ear," 
that, whether grave or gay, tender or pathetic, or martial. 
or religious, they ever reach the Gaelic heart, and mirror all 
its many-hued aspects. 
The noblest of his poems are undoubtedly the historical. 
Indeed, it was one of the drean1S of his life to cOlnplete, in 
some season of I"est (which never can1e !) a ballad-history of 
Ireland,: some broken links of that golden chain will delight 
many a reader of this volume, as they have delighted thou- 
sands in days gone by. "Amergin's Hymn on Seeing lnnis- 
fail," "l\Iilesius, the Spaniard," "Ossian's Celts," "Ireland 
of the Druids," "The Coming of St. Patrick," and other 
poems on the life and death of t.hat apostle; "The V 
yage 
of Eman Oge," "The Gobhan Saer," "St. Cormac, the Navi- 
gator," "St. Brendan and the Strife-Sower," " St. Colul11ba 
to his Irish Dove," "St. Colul11banus to St. COlllgall," "The 
Testament of St. Arbogast," "The Pilgrimage of Sir Ulgarg," 
the two noble poems on "l\largaret O'Carroll, of Offaly;" 
"Lady Gormley," "Flan Synan's Game of Chess," "Sir John 
De Courcy's Pilgrirnage," "Good Friday, 1014:," " Shfnvl1 na 
Gow's Guest," anJ. other poems on J{ing Brian Boronlhe; 
the fine, but unfinished poeln on "The Death of Donnell 
1\lore," "Cathal's Farewell to the Rye," "The 'Visdon1-Sel- 
leI's before CharleInagne," "The Lament of the Irish Children 
in the Tower," "Earl Deslnond's Apology," "nory Dall's 
L:Ullelltation," "Feagh McHugh," "Sir Cahir O'Dogherty's 
l\Iessage," "The Rappal'ees," "The l\Iidnight l\lass," " The 
Death of Art 1\Ic:\Iurrogh," "The Riyer Boyne," "The 
Execution of Archbishop Plunket," "The Death of O'Caro- 
lan," the poen1s on the famine and pestilence in Ireland, 
and on the emigration and the Irish in America, are his- 
torical poems of the highest order. So, too, are H The Bat- 
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tIe of Ayachucho," "l\1oylan's Dragoons," "The Sage of 
I{ing Olaf Tregvysson," "The Death of !\:il1g l\Iagl1us," 
"The Death of Hudson," the two 111usical ballads on "Jac- 
ques Cartier," "The Launch of the Griffin," "Sebastian 
Cabot to his Lady," "Hannibal's Vision of the Gods of 
Carthage," "Diephon," and various other poems on general 
historical subjects. 'Vith these may be classed "10na," the 
,yonderfully fine poems on "The Four l\Iasters" and their 
chief, "Brother l\Iichael," the" Prayer for Farrell O'Gara," 
their benefactor and enlployer, and "Sursum Corda" 
addressed to his friend, the venerable and most estimable 
Eugene O'Curry. 
Another remarkable class of these pOeIllS is the obituary 
or commenlorative. Of these, the loftiest and grandest 
are "The Dead Antiquary" (John O'Donovan), "Eugene 
O'Curry," and "Richard Dalton 'Villiams; very fine too, 
and very solemn, is the" l\Ionody on the Death of Gerald 
Griffin ;" whilst "William Smith O'Brien," " John Banim," 
and other elninent Irishmen, are duly comnlemorated. The 
laJnent for Banim is not equal to any of the others, being a 
mere juvenile composition, written while 1\11'. l\IcGee was 
editing the Boston Pilot. Some of the most graceful and 
effective, however, of his poetical efforts were his tributes to 
the memory of private friends long known and well esteemed, 
but of no historical importance. Chief amongst these are 
"The Prayer for the Soul of the Priest of Perth," and" Re- 
quiem Æternam," which last, written but one short month 
before his own sad death, applied so entirely to himself, 
that it almost seemed like the voice of presentinlent, and as 
though he, like l\Iozart, ,vere inspired to chant his own 
requiem. It was in these heart-piercing strains of sorrowing 
affection, as well as in the numerous poems addressed to 
his wife, and some fe'w to his chosen friends, that the win- 
ning tenderness of our poet's nature lua<le itself luanifest. 
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In this connection Ilia)" be mentioned the exquisite little 
poems" Consolation," "l\Iary'8 Heart," "God be Praised," 
find" To my 'Yi
hing-Cap." Anlongst the poems expressive 
of friendship, one of the nlost beautiful is that" To a Friend 
in Australia," in which are found these exquisite lines: 


" Old friend! the years wear on, and many cares 
And many sorrows Loth of us have known; 
Time for us both a quiet couch prepares- 
A couch like Jacob's, pillow'd with a stone." 


To the llutnifold trials, troubles, and heart-wearing strug- 
gles of his life, l'rlr. l\IcGee gives unwonted. expression in 
the lllusical and sorrowful little poem entitled" .:\.d l\Iiseri- 
cordianl," written during his darkest days, when publishing 
the .Anwrican Celt in New York. No one, we ,voulù hope, 
can read without enlotion the concluding lines: 


" 'Yelcome, thrice welcome, to overtax'd nature, 
The darkness, the silence, the rest of the grave; 
Oh! dig it down <lee})ly, kind fellow-creature, 
I am weary of living the life of a slave 1" 


It is quite remarkable, however, that, alllO\lgst the poetical 
rClllains of Tholnas Ð' Arcy :\IcGee, the religious element, the 
strong, lively, simple faith of his Celtic fathers is suprelnely 
evident. In every stage of his life, the nlost stirring, the 
most unia vorable to religious thought or feeling, we find his 
mnse devoted to the Saints of God, especially those of bis 
own race; how he sang of "St. Patrick," " St. Brendan of 
the "\Vest," " St. Arbogast," "St. I(ieran," "St. Columbanus," 
"St. Comgall," "St. Cormac, the Navigator," "St. Bride, of 
I{ildare," and" St. Columba, of the Churches," this volunle 
will bear witness. His pomn on "Eternity" contains, within 
a short space, nluch sublime thought and the fulness of 
faith; yet it was written many 
Tears ago, when life was 
young and warm, and its cares were many and heavy on the 
poet's heart. Even" The Rosary" received its tribute from 
his pious muse in those busy by-gone years; indeed, all Lis 
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life long 1\11'. 1\IcGee cherished the special veneration which 
his 1110ther taught him in early infancy for the blessed :\Iother 
of our Lord. In his latest years, when the legislative halls 
of his adopted country were wont to echo with his lnatchless 
eloquence, and the multitudinous cares of statecraft weighed 
upon his mind, and the tumult of party strife jarred harshly 
on his finely-tuned ear and heart, we find his poetry chiefly 
of a religious character. It ,vas then that he sang of 
"Humility," of "}'irst Comn1union," of "Sister 1\Iargaret 
Bourgeois," of l\[ontreal, and her wonderful life of sancti- 
fied labor; it was then he penned these deathless lines- 


" Mighty our Holy Church's will 
To guard her p:.\fting sonls from ill, 
Jealous of death, she guards them still- 
JlIiSC1"Cl'C, Domine! 


" The dearest friend will turn away, 
And leave the clay to keep the clay, 
Ever and ever she will stay-- 
Misere1"C, D01ìtinc!" 


Had he lived longer, this religious aspect of his mind, this 
fervent, ever-living faith would have been stiIllnore strikingly 
manifested. Alnongst his papers was found a list of " Topics" 
for poems, evidently written quite recently, all of them of a 
most solemnly religious character. These were the " Topics" 
written in pencil in his own fair hand: "He came unto His 
own, and His own received Him not," "The night cometh 
in which no lTIan can work," "I believe in the Con1munion 
of Saints," " Ergo expecto resltrrectionem mortuorunt," "It is 
a holy and wholesome thought to pray for the dead." 
The solemn significance of theiie scriptural texts, selected 
as the subject of poems probably but a few weeks or a few 
days before his untilTIely and most melancholy death, will be 
noted with interest. Indeed, we find in several of the poenls 
expressions that read like the voice of impending doom; 
thus in the 
Ionody on the Death of Gerald Griffin : 
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U So have bright spirits been eclipsed and lost, 
Forever dark, if by Death's shadow cross'd;" 


fiud again-still more like presentiment: 


.. Oh, even thus Death strikes the gifted, then 
Come the worms-inque:,ts-and the award of men!" 


The beautiful little pOeIllS, "Stella! Stella!" "I will go 
to tbe Altar of God," and the" Sunday Hymn at Sea," were 
written during 1\11'. 1\IcGee's last vOJago from Europe, in 
1867. They breathe the very spirit of faith, called into 
poetical expression by the abiding presence of the great 
waters, the boundless mirror of Creative Power. "The 
Christmas Prelude," "A Prayer for the Dead," "The Star 
of the 1\Iagi," "An Irish Christmas," "The First Commu- 
nion," "Eternity," "The Péarl of Great Price," and others, 
are eminently religious. 
Of the pathetic ballads, "The Death 
f the Homeward 
Bound," one of the best known of all :\11'. l\IcGee's ballads, 
,vill be read with most pleasure. It is \vonderfully beautiful. 
"The Trip over the l\lountain" is a capital specimen of the- 
Irish popular ballad, showing with graphic fidelity the 
process of love-lnaking amongst the peasantry, not only of 
'Vexford, but of all the Irish counties. 
The" dramatic sketch," as he called it, "King Dermid; 
or, The Normans in Ireland," although not so finished as it 
,vanid have been had he written it some :rears later, still 
gives eyidence of considerable power, and shows that the 
author might have shone as a dramatist had he followed up 
this first attempt. Take the poems for all in all, they are, 
to n1Y thinking, the most truly Irish collection in our day 
given to the public. They are intensely, thoroughly Irish, 
in the sense of genius, of national idiosyncrasy - Irish in 
thought, in feeling, in expression. They are Irish in rever- 
ential love for what is old and venerable -l\'itness the 
exquisite poeln on the Premonstratensian Abbey of Lough 
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Key: they are Irish in the depth and simplicity of religions 
faith; they are Irish in passionate devotion to native land; 
they are Irish in the warmth and sincerity of affection they 
breathe, whether in love or friendship; Irish in the peculiar 
forms of expression, rich and racy of Irish idioln-l1ence 
most" t.rue to the Gaelic ear;" and Irish, too, in the elo- 
quent flow of words, adapting itself with ease to the lllusical 
intonation of the sweetest and most perfect melody. Even 
those writt.en for and of t he Irish in Anlerica are as true to 
Irish thought and expression as any written in and for Ire- 
land. Of this class, the singularly graceful poem, "An 
Invitation \Vestward," is a fine exanlple ; so, too, is "The 
Cross in the \Vest," " St. Patrick's in the \V oods," "The Irish 
Homes of Illinois," "Graves in the Forest," and various 
others. "The Army of the '","est," "The Free Flag of 
America," "Hail to the Land," and some others, bear grace- 
ful homage to the country where he had, for the tiu1e, sought 
a home, the greatness of which none better than he appre- 
ciated. The noble verses on "Prima Vista" (Newfoundland) 
and" Peace hath her Victories"-the latter written in Paris 
apropos to the great Exposition in that city-" St. Patrick's 
Dream," and" Iona to Erin," are amongst the last of his 
published poems. It will be seen that some of the poems 
are unfinished, such as "The Deat
 of Donnelll\lore" (one 
of the best of his historical poems), "The Banshee and the 
Bride,"" The Four Students," and "The Sinful Scholar." The 
latter, a truly charming production even in its fragmentary 
state, he seems to have intended for larger prQPortions ; its 
great intrinsic beauty induced the editress to collect and 
arrange all she could find of it with special care. * 
:\' " Another poem, called" The Emigrants," on which he was engaged, I 
found in so fragmentary a state, that I bave not attempted to ëonnect the 
scattered links. The author appear
 to have intrnùeù it for a poem of some 
length, to form a volume in itself; the dedication which he had written for it 
will be found in this collection. :Many )"ears ago, Mr. McGee had, I see} 
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One couplet of this poem is strikingly characterißtic of the 
author's peculiar delicacy of thought and expression: 


" The lone lake, like a lady, grieves, 
Saddest in the long autumn eves." 


To ordinary readers nothing can be more simple than these 
two lines, but to the cultivated poetical taste they will pre- 
sent a graceful thought, most happily rendered in nlusical 
words. Some other such exquisite snatches of song the 
editress found here and there on scraps of paper, without 
any apparent connection-broken links of thought, or rather 
gushes of song welling forth from the fount of genius. Here 
is one of these : 


"Spell-bound or asleep, I was wand'ring all alone 
'Vhere, beneath monastic rocks old and gray, 
The deep sea beats its breast with many a sigh and moan 
For its stormy frantic passions, or the ships it cast away." 


Åtlother ,vas as follows: 


" A moon that sheds a needless light 
On soulless streets in the far-gone night." 


On another scrap ,vas found this stanza, which the author 
evidently meant for the beginning of a poem to be named 
"The 'Var of the Holy Cross :" 


"Art thou brave, and lovest glory, then rise and follow me, 
And thou shalt have for captain the Lord of land and sea; 
\Vhere the mighty men of ages left foot-prints stamp'd in gore, 
'Ve will bear the sacred banner that our father::; bore of yore." 


This poem, to judge from its opening Jines, would have been 
one of great vigor and of stately rneasure, conceived in that. 
religious spirit which marked exclusively the closing period 
of our poet's lÍfe. The following stanza is of strange, sweet 


mapped out the plan of a grand epic on the Jewish exodus, which was to 
have extended over twelve books. How thoroughly he mastered every sub. 
ject on which he wrote may be judged from the following note appended to 
the plan of thi::; poem: 
"Read for Exodus, ' St. Jerome and the Fathers,' 'Divine Legation,' His- 
tories of Egypt, Arabia, the Jews, etc., Natural History, Josephus, and the 
Talmud:' 
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melody; would that the poem so commenced had. been 
ended !- 


"Oft through the gloaming, 
Like shadows coming, 
Around me roaming, 
In scenes afar- 
Than the present nearer 
Come the old days dearer, 
Beaming brighter, clearer 
Than the evening star." 


The first lines of a historical poem called" King Nial's Expe- 
dition to .AJ:moria" will give an idea of \vhat it would have 
been if cOlllpleted, as it may have been, since a poem of that 
name was found on one of 1\11'. l\IcGee's lists of his poems: 


" King Nial hath gone with his chieftains all 
For a royal raid into Armoric Gaul; 
Right well do the i::>land-warriors know 
That the Roman now is a :yielding foe- 
Though, truth to tell, in its days of pride, 
They smote it often, south of Clyde; 
Yet much it rejoices the heart of the West 
To see the brave bird flying back to its nest." 


Other broken snatches of glorious song I have embodied 
in the poellls, where there were even two consecutive verses. 
One of these comlnences thus-" I ,vould not die with my 
work undone;" another, "A happy bird that hung on high." 
These detached verses I cOllllllend to the reader's special at- 
tention, for they al'e indeed of touching significance, when 
viewed in connection with the author's chequered life and 
sad, sad death. 


" I dream'd a dream wl""n the woods were green, 
And my April heart made an April scene, 
In the far, far distant land, 
That even I'lnight something do 
That would keep my memory for the true, 
And my Jlame from the sl)oiler's hand!" 


That even he might something do I-he who devoted all the 
years of life, fron1 boyhood to the grave, to the harùest 
brain-toil for country, for literature, for religion I-he who 
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delivered over eleven hundred lectures on every subject that 
could elevate and instruct the people I-he who wrote many 
books of rare value, and edited some fifteen volumes of news- 
papers !-he whose poetr)
, like his eloquence, has thrilled 
the hearts of tens of thousands! Ah! if he did not do work 
enough" to keep his name from the spoiler's hand," then no 
man or woman of our generation has a claim to lasting re- 
membrance. 
As one of those who knew him best, and all he had done 
and meant to do for the real interests of society, especially 
those of his own l
ace, which is also hers, and as one of his 
humble fellow-laborers in the field of Irish and Catholic lit- 
erature, the editress has done what in her power Jay to 
"keep his 11lemory for the true" and his "name from the 
spoiler's hand." The following beautiful poem from the pen 
of "Thomasine," one of the sweetest singers of the Dublin 
. Nation in its palmiest days, appeared so late as 1860 in the 
columns of that paper. It is a response to 1\11'. l\lcGee's 
heart-,varm stanzas, "Am I remember'd in Erin?" 


THE EXILE'S QUESTION, "AM I RE1IE
rßER'D ?', 


I. 
,Yen have the poets imaged forth 
The fear-cross' d hope of lovers true- 
A needle turning towards the north, 
Constant, yet ever trembling too; 
And love the purest soonest feels 
This tllrilling doubt arise, 
As homewa.rd memory sadly steals 
From exile's distant skies. 
Thou art remember'd ! 
II. 
But doubt like this doth grievous wrong 
To Her round whom thy heart
strings twine? 
And, Brother of the sweet-voiced Song! 
N ever such fervent love as thine 
Did Erié's grateful nature leave 
Unnoticed or forgot; 
Still for thy absence doth she grieve, 
Still mourn thy exiled lot. 
Thou art remcmber'd! 
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III. 
Na.y, and though long the glorious roll 
Of gifted sons who loyeù her well. 
:Much were that tender mother's dole, 
If one forgotten fell. 
E'en as the Church holds record proud 
Of every sainted name, 
She counts for each in that bright crowd 
A son's especial claim- 
Thou art rcmembcr'd ! 


IV. 
She sends this greeting fond by me, 
To bid thy heart rejoice; 
Eager from lands beyond the sea, 
She listens for thy voice. 
By many a hearth her daughters sing 
Thy strains of Celtic lore, 
While round their knees the children cling 
To learn the deeds of yore- 
And thou'rt remember'd! 


v. 
Oft, too, when themes of import grave 
Call men to council high, 
Some voice recalls thy lessons brave, 
Faithful to live or die; 
And constant still-believe it, friend !- 
Before God's holy shrine, 
Few names with her petitions bleml 
More warmly loved than thine- 
Thou'rt tcell remember'd! 


To this we append, selected from scores of poems written 
in America 0111\11'. l\1cGee's death, the following musical and 
eloquent tribute to his Inemory from the pen of an accom- 
plished Catholic priest of Pennsylvania: 


" Dark is the house of our fathers, 0 brother, 
F'ast fall the tears of its inmates for thee- 
Grief-stricken man his emotions may smother, 
But loud is the wail of the wife and the mother, 
Loved D' Arcy McGee! 


"Sweetly the Muses tllY loss are bewailing, 
Sighing in chorus the sad dirge-ah me! 
Life's golùen sunset in darkne
s is paling- 
Death thy bright name with his shadows is ventng. 
l..ost D' .A.rcy McGee! . 
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" Lo! the great dead of the long-buried ages, 
Thronging innumerous, moan over thee- 
Spirits of heroes, of saints, and of sages, 
Glowing with life in thy bright-pictured pages, 
a gifted Mc-Gee ! 
"Thousands, the wide world o'er, who with gladness, 
Spell-bound, enraptured, erst listen'd to thee, 
Silver-tongued Orator! now, in deep sadness, 
Horror-struck, gaze on the dark deed of madness, 
a martyr'd McGee! 


" Poet, Historian, the Forum's bright glory- 
Light lie the sod, noble D' Arc)'! on thee; 
Blest be thy name till the ages are hoary- 
Honor'd, oft utter'd in pray'r, song, and story. 
o deathless McGee I"
 


With these echoes of his faIlle froIll either side the Atlan- 
tic, we close our introduction to the poems of Tholllas 
D'Arcy l\IcGee-poems "rhich win, we think, justify Ine in 
saying that he himself, more than any of his l'ace, struck 
"the harp of I{ing Brian," and breathed over its strings the 
Celtic spirit of Ossian, whom he once addressed in this pro- 
phetic strain : 


" Oh, inspired giant! shall we e'er behold 
In our own time 
One fit to speak your spirit on the wold, 
Or seize your rhyme? 
One pupil of the past, as mighty soul'd 
As in the prime 
"'ere the fond, fair, and beautiful, and bold- 
They, of your song sublime! 17 


If Thomas D' Arcy l\IcGee was not the one" fit to speak 
that spirit on the wold"-if he was not the" pupil of the 
past," the "mighty-soul' d," representing in our new age the 
great father of Celtic song-then is there none such among 
living men. 
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A NAP 0 LOG Y TOT II E H A R P. 


I. 


HARP of the land I love! forgive this hand 
That reverently lifts thee from the dust, 
And scans thy strings with filial awe and love, 
Lest by neglect the chords of song should rust. 


II. 


Deep buried in tall grave-yarc1 grass thou wert- 
The shado,ys of the dead thy sole c1efence- 
The wild flowers twining round thee meekly fond, 
Fearing their very love might be offence. 


III. 


Seeing thee thus, I kne,y the barc1s were gone 
'Vho thrilled thee-and themselves thrilled to thy touch : 
1\Iangan and l\Ioore, I knew, were vanishèd ; 
I knelt and raised thee: did I dare too much? 


IV. 


If Griffin, or if Davis lived, a night 
Had never fallen upon thee, lying there ; 
Or if our living poets, loyal held 
To native themes so much, I dare not dare. 
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But could I see thee, glorious instrument! 
The first time in long ages silence-bound? 
Thou! who wert nursed on ancient Ossian's knee- 
Thence sacredly through ages handed down. 


VI. 


I! who have heard thy echoes from -my soul, 
A sickly boy, couched at my mother's knee: 
I! ,vho have heard thy dirges, wild as winds, 
And thy deep tidal turns of prophecy! 


VIL 


I! whom you tuned in sorrow day by day, 
For friend, adviser, solace, companie, 
Could I pass by thee, prostrate, no.r essay 
To bear thee on a stag
harp of my loved Erie? 


VIII. 


Forgive me! oh, forgive me, if too bold! 
I twine thy chords about my very heart, 
And make with every pulse of life a vow, 
Swearing-nor years, nor death, shall us two part. 


IX. 


I have no h01)e to gather bays, on high 
Beneath the snows of ages, where they bloom, 
As many votaries of thine desired, 
And the great favor'd few have haply done; 


x. 
But if emblem o'er my dust should rise, 
Let it be this: Our Harp ,vithin a wreath 
Of shamrocks twining round it loving1y, 
That so, 0 Harp! our love shall know no death! 
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THE THREE JIINSTRELS. 


THREE l\Iinstrels play within the Tower of Time, 
A weird and ,vondrous edifice it is : 
One sings of war, the Inartial strain sublime, 
And strikes his lyre as 'twere a foe of his. 
The sword upon his thigh is dripping l'ed 
From a foe's heart in the mid-battle slain; 
His plumèd casque is doff'd from his proud head, 
His flashing eye preludes the thundrous strain. 


Apart, sequester'd in an alcove deep, 
Through which the pale moon looks propitious in, 
Accompanied by sighs that seem to ,veep, 
The second minstrel sadly doth begin 
To indite his mistress fair, but cruel, who 
Had trampled on the heart that was her own; 
Or prays his harp to help him how to woo, 
And thrills with joy at each responsive tone. 


Right in the porch, before which, fair and far, 
Plain, lake, and hamlet fill the musing eye, 
Gazing toward the thoughtful evening star 
That seems transfixed upon the mountain high, 
The third of Country and of Duty sings: 
Slow and triumphal is the solemn strain; 
Like Death, he takes no heed of chiefs or kings, 
But over all he maketh Country reign. 


Sad Dante. he, love-led from life, who found 
His way to Eden, and unhappy stood 
Amid the angels-he, the cypress-crown'ù, 
Knew not the utmost gift of public good. 
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Thoughts deeper and more solemn it inspires 
Than even his lofty spirit dare essay; 
How then shall we, poor Emberers of old fires, 
Kindle the beacons of our country's way? 


'Ve all are audience in the Tower of Time; 
For us alone at this hour play the three,- 
Choose which ye ,vill-the l11artial song sublime, 
Or lover fond; but thou my 1\1aste1' be, 
o Bard of Duty and of Country's cause! 
Thee will I choose and follow for IllY lord! 
Thy theme my study and thy words Iny laws- 
l\luse of the patriot lyre and guardian sword! 


THE EJIIGRANT AT HOllfE. 


U I had a dream which was not aU a dream.!7-Byron. 


I. 
A YOUTH return'd frolll the far, far 'Vest 
Lay slumber-bound in his early home, 
'Vhen a fairy vision beguiled his rest, 
And a voice of music fill'd the room. 


II. 
"'Vhat saw you in the 'Vestern land 
Beyond the sea, my Irish boy?" 
" Oh! forests vast, and rivers grand, 
And a sun that shone, as if for joy." 


III. 
" ""'hat sa,v you else in the 'Vestern land 
That lures so many across the sea?" 
"Oh! I S:1'V 111en toiling on every hand, 
And right merry men they seem'd to be." 
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IV. 


"'Yhen you 'were abroad in the 'Vestern land, 
Saw you any 'who ask'd for me?" 
" Oh! I met luarching many a band, 
And the air they play'd ,vas Granunachree. 


V. 
" And their order'd ranks you should have seen, 
In guarded camp, or festive hall, 
'Vhen their manly limbs ,vere clad in green, 
And a flag of green fle,v over all." 


VI. 


The spirit clapp'd her pearl-pale hands, 
Proudly her silvery wings she shook, 
And the sleel)ing youth from the far-off lands 
Bless'd, as she pass'd, with a loving look. 


TIlE P1LGRIJlS OF LiBERTY. 


I. 


BESIDE a river that I know, shrined in a laurel grove, 
I see my idol-Liberty, that ,veal'S the smile of Love; 
Her face is toward the city, four paths are at her feet, 
They bear her hymns from the four winds as rays converging 
meet. 


II. 


By the four paths I see approach my idol's votaries: 
Those from the highlands of the 'Vest, from Northern valleys 
these; 
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From Shannon shore and Slaney's side, yon other pilgrims 
throng: 
Oh! wild around my idol's shrine will surge their mingled 
song. 


III. 
And thither wends that 'wounded man, who bears the muf- 
fled s,yord 
Once borne by the comrade true his kindred heart adored; 
The sacred stains upon the blade are drops of tyrant blood: 
He brings it no,v to Freedom's shrine, as 10Jal comrade 
should. 


IV. 
And thither ,vends the widow, with her fair son at her side, 
The banneret, whose eye is wet, beneath his brow of pride; 
The sable crape around the staff his father bore is roll'd- 
The shining Sun across the Green flings many a ray of gold. 


v. 
The n1aiden with the funeral urn close gathered to her 
breast 
Goes thither to give up the heart she loved on earth the 
best ; 
She girt his sword and gave him for Ireland's holy :fight- 
And once again to Liberty, Love yields her equal right. 


VI. 
The Artist, with his battle piece-the Poet, with his song- 
The Student, ,vith his glo,vil1g heart, ponr to the shrine along, 
'Vhere Liberty, my idol, sits on a shrine like sno,v, 
By a gliding river that I love, Dear a cit.y that I kno,v. 


VII. 
Oh! long around my idol's throne may bloom the laurel trees, 
The ever green and ever glad, they laugh at blight and 
breeze- 
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True children of our hardy clime, long may they there be 
seen- 
Like our nation's bannel's folded, as deathless and as green. 


VIII. 
011! long may the four path'ways JOIn beneath my idol's 
feet, 
And long IURY Ireland's mingled nlCn before her alt:tr nleet; 
011! long Inay man and Inaid and youth go votaries to the 
grove 
'Vhere reigns my idol, Liberty, that ,veal'S the smile of Love. 


HAIL TO THE LAND. 


I. 


HAIL to the land ,vhere Freedom first 
Through all the feudal fetters burst, 
Anù, planting men upon their feet, 
Cried, Onwal'd! never more retreat! 
Be it yours to plant your starry flag 
On royal roof and castle crag; 
Be it yours to climb Earth's eastern slope 
In championship of human hope, 
Your war-cry, Truth! immortal word ; 
Your weapon, Justice! glorious sword; 
Your fame far-traveled, as the levin,1 
And lasting as the arch of heaven. 
Hail to the Happy Land! 


II. 


Hail to the land where Franklin lies 
At peace beneath disarmèd skies, 
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'Vhere Jefferson and Jackson rest, 
Like valiant men, on Victory's breast, 
'Vhere, his benignant day-task done, 
The clouds have closed round 'Vashington- 
The star amid the lUlninous host 
'Yhich guides mankind to Freedom's coast. 
I feel my heart beat fast and high, 
As to the coast our ship draws nigh; 
I burn the fresh foot-prints to see 
Of the heroes of Humanity. 
Hail to the Happy Land I 


III. 


Hail to the land whose broad domain 
Rejoices under Freedom's reign- 
,V here neither right nor race is bann'd, 
'Vhere more is done e'en than is plann'd- 
'Vhere a lie liveth not in stone, 
N or truth in Bible-leaves alone- 
'Vhere filial lives are monuments 
To noble names and high intents- 
Oh! where th
 living still can tread, 
Unblushingly, amid the dead! 
Hail to that Happy Land I 


IV. 


'Vhat can I lay on Freedom's shrine 
J\rIeet-offering to the power divine? 
I have nor coronet nor crown, 
N or wealth nor fame can I lay down; 
But I have hated tyrants still, 
And struggled with their wrathful will; 
And when through Europe's length they lied, 
For thee I feebly testified; 
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And oft, in better champion's stead, 
In thy behoof I've striven and said, 
" Ah, be the offering meet to thee, 
J\Iy life, my all, dread Liberty 1 
Hail to thy Happy Land I 


v. 


"The land is worthy of its place, 
The vanguard of the human race; 
Its rivers still refresh the sea, 
As Truth does Time, unceasingly ; 
Its prairie plains as open lie 
As a saint's soul before God's eJe ; 
Its broad-based mountains firmly stand 
Like Faith and Hope in their own land. 
Heaven keep this soil, and may it bear 
N e,v worth and wealth to every year; 
And may men never here bend knee 
To any lord, 0 Lord, but Thee. 
Hail to the Happy Land!" 


A It! ALElJIGTION. 


I. 


"l\-Iy native land! how does it fare 
Since last I saw its shore?" 
" Alas! alas! my exiled frère, 
It aileth more and more. 
God curse the knaves who yearly steal 
The produce of its plains; 
Who for the poor man never feel, 
Yet gorge on labor's gains! 
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II. 


" We both can well recall the time 
'Vhen Ireland yet was gay; 
It needed then no wayside sign 
To show us where to stay. 
A stranger sat by ev'ry hearth, 
At ev'ry board he fed; 
It was a ,york of maiden n1Ïrth 
To make the wanderer' 8 bed. 


In. 
"'Tis altered times: at every turn 
A shiftless gang you meet; 
The hutless peasants starve and mourn, 
Camp'd starkly in the street. 
The warm old hornes that ,ve have known 
'Vent down like ships at sea; 
The gateless pier, the cold hearth-stone, 
Their sole memorials be. 


IV. 


" ,Ve two are old in years and woes, 
And Age has powers to dread; 
And now, before our eyes we close, 
Our malison be said: 
The curse of two gray-headed men 
Be on the cruel crew* 
'Vho've made our land a wild-beast's den- 
And God's curse on them too." 
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A SONG FOR TIlE SECTIONS. 


I. 


YE, who stillloye our native land, 
'Yho doubt not, nor despair, 
Come, let ns nlake another stand, 
And never droop for care. 
If she is poor, she needs the more 
The service of the true, 
And laurels ,vill be plenty yet, 
Though heroes may be few. 


II. 


"\Vbat though we failed in 'lTorty-eight 
To form th' embattled line, 
The n10re our need to compensate 
Our friends in 'Forty-nine; 
'Yhat though ships bear to isles afar 
The fOrel110st of our race- 
For them and Ireland both we'll ,val', 
And their slavish bonds efface. 


III. 


All Europe shakes from shore to shore; 
The Jews bid Íor her crowns ; 
Democracy, lvith sullen roar, 
Affrights her feudal towns: 
The kings are struggling for their lives 
Amid the angry waves, 
And every land but Ireland strives 
To liberate its slaves. 
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Up! Up! ye banish'd Irishmen, 
The soldier's art to learn; 
A time will come- ,Vill ye be then 
Fit for the struggle stern? 
A time will come when Britain's flag 
lTrom London Tower shall fall- 
,Vill 
"e be ready then to strike 
For Ireland, once for all? 


v. 
Oh! by the n1emories of your youth, 
I conjure you prepare; 
By aU your vows and words of truth, 
I ask you to prepare. 
Oh, by the holy Christian Creed, 
,Vhich makes us brothers, rise! 
And staunch the kindred wounds that bleed, 
Ere 
Tet our nation dies! 


VI. 
Ye who still hope in Fatherland, 
Your trial-time shall come, 
,Yhen many a gallant exile band 
Can strike a blow for home! 
For Ireland and for vengeance, then, 
Arise and be prepared, 
And strike the tyrant to the heart 
The while his breast is bared. 


VII. 
No more of mercy-not a word 
Of scorning 'vantage ground- 
No more of measuring sword and sword, 
Of being content to wound ;- 
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But when the battle is begun, 
Cleave open crown and crest; 
Then only will your work be done, 
Then only can :you rest. 


U THE ARMY OF THE JVEST." 


I. 


",YE fight upon a new-found plan, our Army of the "\Vest- 
Our brave brigades, along the line, will leave the foe no rest- 
Our battle-axes, bright and keen, with every day's swift 
sands, 
Lay low the foes of Liberty, and then annex their lands; 
On, onward through the 'Vestern woods our standard saileth 
ever 
And shadows many a nameless peak and unbaptizèd river- 
The Army of the Future we, the champions of the Unborn- 
'Va pluck the primal forests up, and sow their sites with 
corn. 


II. 


That ruggèd standard beareth the royal arms of toil- 
The axe, and pike, and ponderous sledge, and plough that 
frees the soil- 
The field is made of stripes, and the stars the crest supplies, 
And the living eagles hover round the flag-staffs where it 
flie
. 
And thus beneath our standard, right merrily we go, 
The Future for our heritage, the tangled 'Vaste our foe: 
The Army of the Future we, the champions of the Unborn- 
We pluck the primal forests up, and sow their sites with 
corn. 
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lIT. 
Down in yon glade the au viI rings beneath the arching oa]{s, 
Behind yon hills our neighbors drive young oxen in the 
yokes, 
Yon laughing boys now boating down the rapid river's tide, 
Go to the learnèd man who keeps the log-house on its side- 
Like suckers of the pine they grow, elastic, rugged, tall, 
They will hit a swallow on the wing with a single rifle ball- 
The cadets of our arTIlY they, Iron1 " the 'Vest-Point" of the 
unborn, 
They too will pluck the forests up, and sow their sites with 
corn. 


IV, 
Oh ye who dwell in cit.ies, in the self-conceited East, 
Do you ever think how by our toils your comforts are 
increased? 
'Vhen JOU walk upon your carpets, and sit 011 your easy 
chairs, 
.A.nd read self-applauding stories, and give 
rourselYes such 
ans- 
Do you ever think upon us, Backwoodsmen of the 'Yest, 
'Vho, froln the Lakes to Texas, have given the foe no rest? 
On the Anny of the Future, and the challlpions of the 
Unborn, 
'Vho pluck the primal forests up, and so,v their sites with 
corn? 


SONG OF THE SIKHS. 


I. 
Allah! il allah! the rivers are red 
'Vith the blood and the plumes of the Infidel dead; 
Allah! il allah! their far isle grows pale 
At the sound of our song on the western gale. 
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. u. 


This nlorning, how proud was their 11luster and show, 
As their squadrons swift ,\'heel'd, and their colunlns came 
slow! 
'Yheel'd swift to their death by the spears of Lahore- 
Catne slow to feed Jhailum full with their gore. 


III. 


Allah! il allah! the Dost and his son 2 
Shall hear of the deeds on this bloody day done, 
And a streanl froIll the hills to our camp we shall see, 
Like the Ganges, refreshing the shores of the sea! 


IV. 


Let Jour hearts shout aloud to the arch of the skr, 
For thither the souls of our dead brothers :fly; 
Oh! sweet from the Houris their welcome will be, 
As they tell how they fell 'neath the cool Tamboo tree. 


V. 


Allah! it allah! trust cannon and sabre !_ 
Rest not! Paradise is the payment of labor! 
Allah! il allah! another such day, 
And, like spirits cast ont, they will flee and away I 


PREEDO.J.ll'S LAND. 


I. 
WHERE is FreedoIll's glorious land? 
Is it where a lawless race 
Scorn all just control, and stand 
Each one 'gn.inst his brother's face? 
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No! for man's wild passions still 
Heavier chains their tyrants forge, 
And his own unbridled will 
Is itself the fiercest scourge, 
And a land of anarchy 
Never can be truly free. 


II. 
When her fetters GaHia broke 
And indignant cast away, 
With the old and galling yoke, 
Every salutary s,vay, 
Were not the destroyers then 
Tyrants worse to meaner slaves? 
Freedom is miscall'd of men 
'Vhen her footsteps tread on graves- 
'Vhere unpunish'd crime goes free 
Is no land of liberty. 


III. 
But where men like brethren stand, 
Each one his own spirit rules, 
Serving best his own dear land, 
Turning from the anarch's schools, 
Reverencing all lawful sway- 
Patient if it be unjust; 
If the fabric should decay, 
Build, improve-not raze to dust; 
Liberty and justice fair 
Find t.heir holiest altars there! 


IV. 
Such be thou oh land of mine 1 
Still'd be every discord rude! 
Erin, let thy sons combine 
In one holy brotherhood! 
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Prudent, temperate, firm, and strong- 
Loyalty our watchword be! 
Truth our shield 'gainst taunt and wrong, 
And warm hearts our chivalry! 
Loyal soul and stainless band, 
l\Iake our country Freedom's land! 


THE DESERTED CHAPEL. 


I. 
SUNDAY morning, cahn and fair! 
Ah, how beautiful the scene is ! 
The blue hills shade the amber air, 
The Slaney flows, my home, between us I 
Do you note the Sabbath snn, 
Burnish'd for the day's devotion? 
Do you note the white ships on 
The distant, silent, silver ocean? 


II. 
"God be praised for Ireland's beauty! 
Such a mother as lIe gave us ? 
Did we only do our duty, 
Could the l)owers of hell enslave us ? 
E'en this river, did we heed it, 
Safety's lesson yet might teach us. 
Far and weak the founts that feed it, 
But to \vhat great end it reaches !" 


III. 
So I thought, my way across 
To that wayside chapello,vly, 
'Vhose rude eves, festooned \vith moss, 
Often moved me ,vith thoughts holy- 
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(Thoughts that do not love the city 1) 
No,v, alas! all here was altered- 
Even the 
Iass-boy's accent falter'd ; 
The congrega.tion, few and sad, 
Such a look of ruin had, 
That I could not pray for pity! 


IV. 
Signs of grief on every face, 
In the consecrated place; 
At the altar I heard .weeping, 
Tears the agèd priest's face steeping; 
And a 1110an lllight rend a stone, 
Round the silent walls was creeping. 
The very carved Saint in his nook 
Had cOlnpassion in his look- 
Chimed the sad winds through the steeple- 
" Save, 0 Jesus! save thy People 1" 


v. 
"'Yhere," thought I, "is now the maiden 
'Vho once knelt here, blossom-laden? 
Where the farmer, whose broad breast 
Here its sinlple sins confess'd? 
Som
, perchance, beyond Lake Erie, 
Toil as slaves in forests weary; 
Some are nearer hOltle beside us, 
In their cold graves, whence they chide us, 
That we still let feuds divide us !" 


VI. 


'Vhoso has a human heart, 
Let hin1 our old chapel see, 
N'ote all round it, nor depart, 
Till to God, on bended knee, 
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He has vowed his part to take 
'Vith us aye, for Ireland's sake, 
And her feudal bonds to break. 


A JIERE InISflJIAN'S LAJ1ENT. 


I. 


OR, ancient land! where are those lords 
Whose palace-gates to me 
Seem'd rusted as their father's swords, 
'Vhich 'won their share in thee ! 
Their avenues are all grass-grown, 
Their courts with moss are green, 
Colcllooks each tree, and tow'r, and stone, 
'Vhere no master's face is seen. 


. 


II. 


Yon swan that sails across the lake, 
How sad its state appears! 
The raven's hoarse, dull echoes ,vake 
Among the oaks of years. 
Neglected feeds the fav'rite steed 
Up to the very door ; 
It whines: poor beast! thy lord, I rede, 
'Vill ne'er caress thee more. 


III. 


Far, far beyond the crumbling wall 
'Vhich marks that wide domain, 
Silence and sorrow over all 
Hath hung the cloud and chain. 
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The stout yeoman hath lost his pride, 
The toilsman's strength hath past, 
And lifeless hames, from every side, 
Stare us, like skulls, aghast. 


IV. 


Ah, ancient land! what tree could keep 
Its bearing high, 0.1' strength, 
If the roots that in the sail were deep 
Fail'd, as its stay, at length? 
And art thou not a rootless tree, 
Dear land! fair land ?-ah! how 
Sho.uld sap 0.1' firmness be in thee- 
''''"hat stay of strength hast thou? 


. 


v. 


In fareign halls thy lords laugh loud, 
Are gayest 'mid the gay- 
Their day of life has not a claud, 
In the strange climes far away. 
Free flows their wealth, and shines their warth, 
In France, Spain, Italy; 
They've sD1iles and wealth for all the earth, 
And cold neglect for thee. 


VI. 
Not such our lords of ancient time, 
Whose ample roofs rose o'er 
A.ileach, Carmen, Tara sublime- 
They loved their natal shore; 
Theirs were the homes that fill'd the land 
'Yith light like lofty lamps- 
Unlike this errant, night-born band, 
Chiefs af de8,th.dews anil damps! 
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VII. 
But 'weak as froth such plaintive strain- 
Let us no more repine; 
Let theIll still from our soil remain, 
Still laugh at wrath divine. 
The sterner and the louder call, 
Shall drag them o'er the sea- 
"The lord that dwells not in his ha11, 
No lord o'er us shall be I" 


THE REG USA NT. 0 


I. 


You swore me an oath ,vhen the grass was green, 
To win me a royal dower, 
To take me hence to the altar, I ween, 
And thence beyond their power. 


II. 


By St. Berach's staff, and St. Ruadan's bell, 
And by all the oaths in heaven, 
You swore to love me, when spring was green, 
'Vhile breath to your body was given. 


III. 


And your faith has flown ere the corn was ripe, 
And your love ere the leaves do fall- 
I am not treated as queen or as wife, 
Or honor'd or dower'd at a11. 


'" This little poem would se
m to be allegorical, representing Ireland reproach- 
Ing England for breach of faitb.-ED. 
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IV. 


Oh! false and fair and fickle of faith, 
1\ or lover nor llame need I, 
I bave had young lovers true to the death, 
And others who shall not die. 


V. 
I shall be woo'd ,vhen the spring is green, 
I shall win me a royal dower, 
And my true lovers all, ere long, I ,veen, 
Shall save nle from your power! 


THE GEL T'S COlrSOLA TION. 


I. 


IF our island lies prostrate, why should ,ve despair? 
'Yhat race, for resistance, with ours can compare? 
Some wiser, some richer, are found in the world, 
But their souls are as red as the flags they unfurl'd! 


II. 
'Vith swòrds by their sides some are harness'd to shame, 
But the bronze of success cannot hide the black name; 
Nor the diamonded brow shield the guilty abhorr'd, 
'Vhen their pride topples down in the breath of the Lord. 


III. 


O'er the waters of Time, in the chronicler's bark, 
As we sail by the Ages, some brilliant, some dark, 
'Ve behold how the empire of blood is derthrown, 
And we see its black bastions all round us bestrcwn. 
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IV. 


If we may not be free, let us try to be frank, 
Let us fight life's long battle with ,vell-order'd rank 
If we may not be great, let us try to be good, 
And long for no laurels besprinkled with blood 1 


NO SURRENDER. 


I. 


HEARD alnid the landlord's wassail, 
In his tear-bemoated castle- 
Heard by peer anù heard by peasant, 
As the prophet of the present- 
Heard in Dublin's dim est alleys, 
Heard in Connaught's saddest valleys- 
In our night-tinle, from the North, 
Came a voice to stir the earth, 
'Yith its watchword, "No surrender I" 


II. 


" No surrender I" It is spoken- 
Be the people's vow unbroken 1 
" K 0 surrender I" Sons of toil, 
Lineal heirs of Irish soil 1 
Holy lips have blessed the bans, 
'Vedding of the hostile clans- 
"No surrender I" l\Ien of God- 
Ye shall break the tyrant's rod 
'Vith your Gospel, "No surrender I" 


III. 
ce No surrender I" l\Ian of might, 
'Vho woke the voice that broke the night, 
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,"Vhose heart is fire, whose brain is light- 
You shall lead and win the fight 1 
On Slieve Donard plant your banner, 
Let the mountain breezes fan her. 
Ireland feels its dawning splendor, 
Hoping, chiding, guiding, tender, 
Shining on us, "No surrender I" 


DEEDS D Oh
E IN DA YS OF SRA
lIE. 


I. 


A DEED! a deed 1 0 God, vouchsafe, 
'Vhich shall not die ,vith me, 
But which may bear my memory safe 
O'er time's wreck-spotted sea,- 
A deed, upon ,,,hose brow shall stand 
Traced, large in lines of flame- 
" This hath been done for Ireland, 
Done in the days of shame I" 


II. 


An age will come, when Fortune's sun 
Will beam in Ireland's sky, 
And mobs of flatterers then will run 
To hail her majesty. 
Amid that crowd I shall not be 
To join in the acclaim; 
But deeds will have their memory, 
Though done in da

s of shame. 
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III. 


When six feet of a stranger soil 
Shall press upon my heart, 
And envy's self will pause awhile 
To praise the manly part- 
Oh ye who rise in Ireland, then, 
To fight your way to fame, 
Think of the deeds by mouldering men 
Done in the days of shame! 


THE GATHERING OF THE NATIONS.. 


I. 


GATHER together the nations! proclaim the war to all : 
Armor and sword are girding in palace, tower, and hall ; 
The kings of the earth are donning their feudal mail again- 
Gather together the nations! arouse and arm the men. 


II. 


'Vho cometh out of the North? 'Tis Russia's mighty Czar; 
'Vith giant hand he pointeth to a never-setting star; 
The Cossack springs from his couch-the Tartar leaves his 
den!- 
Ho! herald souls of Europe, arouse and arm the men. 


III. 


What does the Frank at Rome, with the Russian at the 
Rhine? 
And Albion, pallid as her cliffs, shows neither soul nor sign ; 
Pope Pius sickencth daily, in the foul Sicilian fen- 
Ho! wardens of the world's strongholds, arouse and arm the 
men. 
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IV. 
The future circleth nearer on its grey portentious wings, 
Pa.le fire the cheeks of princes, and sore afraid are kings 1- 
Once faced by the furious nations, they'll flee in fear, and 
then, 
B
r the right divine of the fittest, we shall have the reign of 
men! 


ROOKS AND RIVERS. 


AN IRISH FABLE. 


I. 
WHEN the Rivers first were born, 
From the hill tops each surveyed, 
Through the lifting haze of morn, 
'Vhere his path through life was laid. 


II. 
Down they pour'd through heath and wood, 
Ploughing up each passing field; 
All gave way before the flood, 
The Rocks alone refused to yield. 


III. 
"Your pardon 1" said the "\Vaters bland, 
"Permit us to pass on our way; 
"\Ve're sent to fertilize the land- 
And will be chid for this delay." 


IY. 
" You sent I" the Rocks replied with scorn, 
"You llluddy, ill-conditioned stre:UllS ; 
Return and live, where ye ,vere born, 
N or cheat yourselves with such ,vild dreams." 
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V. 


"You will not ?" " No!" The 'Yaters n1Íld 
Called loudly on their kindred stock, 
'Yave upon waye their strength they piled; 
And cleft in twain rock after rock. 


. .. 


VI. 


They nurtured towns, they fed the land, 
They brought new life to fruits and flocks: 
The Rivers are the People, and 
Our Irish Landlords are the Rocks. 


NEW- YEAR'S TIIO UGHTS. 


I. 
A SPIRIT from the skies 
Can1e into our trodden land; 
It glow'd in roseate dyes, 
And around its bro,v a band 
Was bound like a sun-stream in the west; 
And as its accents broke 
O'er the land, our men awoke, 
And each felt the stranger's Jok
 
On his breast! 


II. 


And first a flush of shame 
Spread along their nlanly brows, 
And next" in God's dread name, 
They swore, and sealed t.heir YOWS, 
That Iroland a free state should be ; 
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And from the mountains then, 
And from each glade and glen, 
Gray spirits taught the men 
To be free. 


III. 


There was candor in the land, 
And loud voices in the air, 
And the poet waved his wand, 
And the peasant's arm was bare, 
And Religion smiled on Valor as her child; 
But, alas! alas! a blight 
CaIne o'er us in a night, 
And now our stricken plight 
Drives me wild! 


IV. 


But wherefore should I 'weep, 
'Vhen work is to be done? 
'Vherefore dreaming lie asleep 
In the quick'ning morning sun? 
Since yesterday is gone and pass'd away 
I will seek the holy road 
That our martyr saints have trod, 
And along it bear my load 
As I may! 


v. 
I will bear me as a man- 
As an Irish man, in sooth- 
No barrier, wile, or ban, 
Shall stay me from the truth, 
I will have it, or perish in the chace- 



PATRIO'l1J.G POEMS. 


89 


That I loved my own isle well 
l\Iy bones at least shall tell, 
And on what quest I fen 
In that place. 


VI. 


But if God grant me life 
To see this struggle out, 
The end of inward strife 
And the fall of foes without, 
I will die without a murmur or a tear ;- 
For in that holy hour, 
You'd not miss ms from your dower 
Of love, and hope, and power, 
Erin, dear! 


OHANGE. 


I. 


How fair is the sun on Lough Gara ! 
How bright on the land of the Gael! 
For Summer has come with her verdure, 
To gladden the drooping and pale; 
And 1110rn o'er the landscape is stealing, 
The meadows are joyous with 1\Iay ; 
All lightsome and brightsome the hours- 
Poor Erin was never so gay! 


TI. 


How loud is the storm on Lough Gara ! 
How dark on the land of the Gael! 
The clouds they are split with red lightning, 
The blasts how they mutter and rail! 
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Oh, black is the evening around us,' 
And gone are the smiles of the morn, 
All gloomsome and dreary the hours- 
Poor Erin was never so lorn! 


III. 


Sweet mother! how like to our story! 
How like our own mournfullest doorn- 
N û'w bright with the prestige of glory- 
Now dashed into gloomiest gloom! 
How late since our dear flag flew o'er us! 
How soon did our poor struggles fail! 
And frail as the gladness of Gara 
'Vere the hopes in the heart of the Gael! 


TIlE lJA WJ.rING OF THE DA Y: 


I. 
IN our darkness we find comfort, 
In our loneliness some joy, 
'Yhen Hope, like the moon arises, 
Night's phantoms to destroy; 
The spectral fires that haunt us 
Before its light give way, 
And the Unseen cannot daunt us 
At the dawning of the day. 


II. 


There are empty hOllies in Ireland, 
There are full ships on the sea; 
Sons and brothers are awaiting 
Their people patiently; 
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Their eyes are on the ocean, 
And they cannot turn away,- 
How sweet will be their lneeting 
At the dawning of the day. 


III. 


I, too, Rnl likf' a merchant 
"\Vhose wealth is on the deep ; 
The blast that blo,vs unkindly 
Could Rlnlost make nle weep ; 
I think of the friend-freighted ship, 
That leaves my native bn.y- 
1vlay the saints be its protection 
Till the dawning of the day! 


THE SEAR OH FOR TIlE GAEL. 


I. 


I LEFT the highwRy-I left the street- 
In Albyn I sought thmn long; 
I follaw'd the track af I{enneth's feet, 
And the sound of Ossian's song; 
By the Kymric Clyde, and in Galloway ,vild, 
I sought far the wreck of my race; 
But the clouds that the hills of Albyn hid(\ 
Have pitied their forfeit place. 


II. 


I look'd for the Gael in the Calnbrian glen, 
From the Canlbrian rnonntaills 'mid, 
And I saw only mute, coal-mining men- 
The face of IllY race was hid. 
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At 
Ierlin's work in Caernarvon waste 
They knew not l\Ierlin's name- 
And the lines the hand of the master traced 
As the Devil's craft they claim. 


III. 
I look'd for the Gael in green Innisfail, 
And they showed me cowering there 

Iisshapen fornls, cast down and pale, 
Thy disciplined host, despair! 
But I noticed yet in their stony eyes 
A flash they could not veil, 
And I said, CI 'VilI no brave man arise 
To strike on this flint with steel ?" 


IV. 
I have found my race-I have found my race, 
But oh! so fallen and low, 
That their very sires, if they look'd in their face, 
Their own sons would not know. 
Still I've found my race-I've found my race, 
And to me this race is dear, 
And I pray that Heaven may grant me grace 
To toil for them many a year. 


IT IS EASY TO DIE. 


I. 


IT is easy to die 
'Vhen one's work is done- 
To pass from the earth 
Like a harvest day's sun, 
After opening the flowers and ripening the grain 
Round the homes and the scenes where our friends remain. 
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iI. 


It is easy to die 
'Vhen one's work is done- 
Like Simeon, the priest, 
'Vho saw God's Son; 
In the fulness of years, and the fulness of faith, 
It is easy to sleep on the clay couch of death. 


III. 


But 'tis hard to die 
'Vhile one's native land 
Has scarce strength to cry 
'Neath the spoiler's hand; 
o merciful God! vouchsafe that I 
1Iay see Ireland free,-then let me die. 


ODE TO AN E...
I1GRANT SHIP.3 


I. 


LET us speak the ship that stands 
.Boldly out from sheltering lands: 
Like a proud steed for the goal- 
Like a space-defJing soul; 
Comet bright, and swift that hath 
Enter'd on her chosen path! 


II. 


By the color that thou wearest, 
By the precious freight thou bearest, 
By the forests where you grew, 
In the land you steer un to- 
Ship be ready, and be true I 
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III. 
Tremble not beneath the weight 
Of your anxious 11l1l11an freight; 
Freight beyond all cost or price, 
Of gold, or pearls, or Indian spice ; 
Steadily, oh steadily, 
Through fickle winds and troubled sea 
Bear the fallen to the free, 
Tenderly, oh tenderly! 


IV. 
l\Iunster's headlands fade away; 
Old Kinsale dons its bal"aid grey; 4 
No Channel light here shows the way-- 
It is no landlock'd boating bay 
Their "essel heads for now- 
From the east unto the setting sun, 
A watery field their eyes rest on, 
Green is the soil they plough. 
Here wave vaults wave in sportive speed, 
Like schoolboys in a summer mead; 
'Vhile the brave ship váth lofty port, 
Ambitions, spurns their idle sport, 
And holds upon her ,yay afar, 
For higher prize and sterner war. 


v. 
Upon her deck a child I see, 
A young adventurer on the sea; 
And ever hath its mother press'd 
Her infant to her gentle breast ; 
N ow looking weshvard hopefully, 
N o,v turning easbvard mournfully- 
The Past and Future-light and shade 
Upon her brow a truce have madQ. 
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VI. 
By the ocean frune thou'st ,van, 
GaHan t ship, sail fleetly on ! 
Proudly, safely, sail once more 
To thine own paternal shore; 
Stars upon thy standard shine- 
Never shalne that flag of thine! 


VII. 
Pleasant harborage ,vaiteth thee, 
Off beyond this surging sea : 
'Vhere thy mighty anchors shall, 
In the ooze, sleep ,vhere they fall ; 
And thy brave, un bending lllasts 
Creak no more to northern blasts ; 
Quiet tides and welcoming cheer 
'Yaiteth, good ship, for you here I 


VIII. 
Steadfast to one purpose still, 
Hold on with ull,vavering will ; 
Thus the hero wins renown- 
Thus the 111artyr wins his crown : 
Thus the poet-thus the sage 
Find their port in history's page ; 
Stars upon thy standard shine- 
N ever shame that flag of thine! 


"1VIIEoN PIGIITING JYA S THE FASHION." 


I. 
",YE'VE ships of steam, and we have wires, 
Thought trayels like a flash on- 
But nlueh we've lost that was our sires', 
'Yhen fighting was the fashion. 
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n. 


Oh gay and gentle was their blood- 
'Vho Danes and Dutch did dash on, 
'Vho to the last all odds withstood, 
When fighting was the fashion. 


III. 


The grain that grew in Ireland then, 
Their own floors they did thrash on- 
They lived and died like Christian men, 
'Vhen fighting was the fashion. 


IV. 


Then l\Iilan mail, in many a field, 
l\Iountmellick s'words did clash on, 
And generals to our chiefs did yield, 
'Vhen fighting was the fashion. 


v. 


But now, oh shame! ,ve lick the hand 
That daily lays the lash on- 
Luck never can befall our land, 
Till fighting comes in fashion. 


HOPE. 


HIBERNIA. 


I. 
TELL me truly, pensive sage, 
Seest thou signs on any page, 
Know'st a volume yet to ope, 
Where I may read of hope-of hope? 
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II. 
Dare I seek it where the wave 
Grieves above Leander's grave? 
l\Iust I follow forth my quest 
In the ,vider, freer 'Vest? 


III. 
Shall I seek its sources still, 
Delving under Aileach hill ? 
l\Iust I wait for Cashel's fall 
To build anew Temora's hall ? 


THE SAGE. 


IV. 
Genius, no! the destined rllorn 
In the East shallne' er be born ; 
Genius, nO'! thy ancient quest 
l\Iay not be answer'd in the 'Vest. 


V. 
Not where the war-laden tide 
Continents and camps divide, 
Not ,vhere Russ and 
Ioslem cope, 
Shall break the morn of Erin's hope. 


VI. 
On Antrim's cliffs, on Cleena's strands, 
Thou shalt marshal filial bands; 
A nd deep Dunmore and dark Dunloe 
Shall kindle in the sunburst's glo,v. 


VII. 
On native fielùs, by native strength, 
Thy fetters shall be burst at length, 
Then will and skill, not note and trope, 
Shall stand the sponsors of thy hope. 


97 
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T II ERE ArE n ' s S 0 1\- G . 


Am-TIle Jvlly Sllearers. 


I. 
THE August sun is settiug 
Like a fire behind the hills- 
'Twill rise again to see us free 
Of life or of its ills; 
For what is life, but deadly strife 
That knows no truce or pause, 
And what is death, Lut want of breath 
To curse their alien laws? 
Chorus- Then a-shearing let us go, my boys, 
A-shearing let us go, 
Ou our own soil 'twill be no toil 
To lay the corn low. 


II. 
The harvest that is growing 
'Vas given ns by God- 
Praise be to Hinl, the sun and shower 
,y ork' d for us at his nod. 
The lords of earth, in gold and Inirth, 
Ride on their ancient way, 
But could their slnile have clothed the isle 
In such delight to-day? 
Chorus. 


III. 
"How will you go a-shearing, 
Deal' friends and neighbors all ?" 
"011, we will go with piko and gun) 
To !lase our own or fall ; 
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'Ye'1] stack our arIl1S and stack our corn 
Upon the same wide plain ; 
'Ye'll plant a guard in barll and yard, 
And give thelll grape for grain." 
Chorus. 


IV. 


God speed ye, gallant shearers, 
J\Iay your courage never fail, 
l\Iay yon thrash Jour foes, and send. the chaff 
To England on the gale! 
l\Iay you have a glorious harvest-honle, 
'Yhether rIll ali ye or no ; 
Your corn grows here, the foe COllles there- 
Or it or he n1 ust go. 


Chorus-Then a-shearing let us go, my bOJs, 
A-shearing we will go, 
On our own soil 'twill be 110 toil 
To cut the corn low. 


A llARVEST ]IYJIN. 


I. 


GOD has been bountiful! garlands of gladness 
Grow by the waysides exorcising sadness, 
Shedding their blooln on the pale cheek of slavery, 

olding out plumes for the hehnets of bravery, 
Birds in then1 singing this sanctified stave- 
"God has been boulltiful--)Ian must be brave 1" 


II. 


Look on this harvest of plenty and proillise- 
Shall we sleep whilo the: enemy sîatches it from us? 
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See where the sun on the golden grain spat'kles ! 
Lo I where behind it the reaper's home darkles I 
Hark! the cry ringing out, " Save us-oh, save I 
God has been boulltiful-l\Ian must be brave I" 


III. 


From the shores of the ocean, the farther and hither, 
'Vhere the victims of falnine and pestilence wither, 
Lustreless eyes stare the pitying heaven, 
Arms, black, unburied, appeal to the levin- 
Voices unceasing shout over each wave, 
" God has been bountiful-l\Iall l11ust be brave I" 


IV. 


,V ould ye live happily, fear not nor falter- 
Peace sits on the sUl11mit of Liberty's altar! 
'Vould ye have honor-honor ,vas ever 
The prize of the hero-like, death-scornin g liver I 
Would ye have glory-she crowns not the slave- 
God has been bountiful, you l11USt be brave I 


v. 


Swear by the bright streams abundantly flo,ving, 
Swear by the hearths where wet weeds are growing- 
By the stars and the earth, and the four winds of heaven, 
That the land shall be saved, and its tyrants outdriven, 
Do it! and blessings will shelter your grave- 
God has been boulltiful-,,-ill ye be braye? 
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THE L I Y I ),? G A J..t
 D T If E D E AD. 


I. 
BRIGHT is the Spring-time, Erin, green antI gay to see; 
But Iny heart is heavy, Erin, with thoughts of thy sons and 
thee ; 
Thinking of Jour dead men lying as thick as grass l1ew 
n10"Wll- 
Thinking of Jour myriads dying, unnoted and unknown- 
Thinking of your myriads flying beyond the abysnu11 waves- 
Thinking of your nlagnates sighing, and stifling their 
thoughts like slaves! 


II. 
Oh! for the time, dear Erin, the :fierce time long ago, 
'Yhen Jour men felt, dear Erin, and their hands coalt.l strike 
a blow! 
'Yhen your Gaelic chiefs were ready to stand in the bloody 
breach- 
Danger but made them steady; they struck and saved their 
speech! 
But where are the n1e11 to head ye, and lead ye face to face, 
To tranlple the powers that tread ye, n1en of the fallen race? 


IlL 


The Jello,v corn, dear Erin, 'Vàves plenteous o'er the plain; 
Bnt where are the hands, dear Erin, to gather in the grain? 
The sinewy lllau is sleeping in the crowded churchyard near, 
And his young wife is keeping hiIn lonesome COlnpany there; 
His brother, shoreward creeping, has begged his way abroad, 
And his sister-though, for weeping, she scarce coulJ. see 
the road. 
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IY. 


No other nation, Erin, but only you would bear 
A yoke like yours, 0 Erin! a month, not to say a year; , 
.A..ud will you bear it forever, writhing and sighing sore, 
Nor learn-learn now? or 11eve1'.-to dare, not to deplore- 
Learn to join in one endeavor Jour creeds and people all- 
'Tis only thus can you sever Jour t)Tant's iron thrall. 


v. 


Then call your people, Erin! call with a prophet's cry- 
Bid thell1 lillk in union, Erin! and do like men or die- 
Bit1 the hind fron1 the loamy valley, the miller from the fall- 
Biù the craftsnlan frolll his alley, the lord from bis lordly 
hall- 
Bid the old anù the young n1an rally, and trust to work, 
not words, 
And thenceforth ever shall ye be free as the forest birds. 


DEAT]I OF TilE IIO]IEJVARÐ BOU.J..YD. 


I. 
PALER and thinner the morning Inoon grew, 
Culder and sterner the rising wind blew- 
The pole star bad set in a forest of cloud, 
An d the icicles crackled on spar and on shroud, 
'Yhen a voice frO]D below we feebly heard cry, 
"Let l11e see, let me see my own land ere I die. 


II. 


"Ah! dear sailor, say! have we sighted Cape Clear? 
Can JOu see any sign? Is the 11l0rning light near? 
You are young, lllJ brave boy! thanks, thanks for your hand, 
Help 1ne up till I get a last glimpse of the land. 
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Thank God, 'tis the sun that now reddens the sky, 
I shall see, I shall see IllY own land ere I die. 


III. 
" Let me lean on your strength, I am feeble and old, 
And one half of my heart is already stone-cold: 
Fortv veal'S work a chauo'e! when I first cross'd this sea, 

 
 a 
There ,vere few on the deck that could grapple with llle ; 
But my youth and my prirne in Ohio went b
", 
And I'Ill come back to see the old spot ere I die." 


IV. 


'Twas a feeble old man, and he stood on the deck, 
His ann round a kindly young lllariner's neck- 
IIis ghastly gaze fix'd on the tints of the east 
As a starveling Inight stare at the sound of a feast; 
The 11101'11 quickly rose and reveal'd to his eye 
The laud he had pray'd to behold, and then die! 


,.. 
Green, green was the shore, though the year was near done- 
High ana haughty the capes the white surf dash'd upon- 
A gray rnin'd convent was down by the strand, 
Aud the sheep fed afar, on the hills of the land! 
"God he with you, dear Ireland I"
 he gasp'd with a sigh; 
" I have lived to behold YOU-I'll1 ready to die." 


VI. 


He sunk by the hour, and his pulse 'gan to fail, 
As we swept by the headland of storied l(insale ; 
Off Ardigna Bay it can1e slower and slower, 
Auel his corpse was clay-cold as we sighted Tramore ; 
At Passage we waked him, and now he doth lie 
Ll the lap of t,he land he hf'helcl but to die. 



104 


PATRIOTIO POEMS. 


TILE THREE DREAltlS. 


I. 
BORNE on the 'wheel of night, I lay 
And dream'd as it softly sped- 
Toward the shadowy hour that spans the way 
"\Yhence spirits come, 'tis said: 
And my dreams \vere three;- 
The first and worst 
'Vas of a land alive, yet 'cursed, 
That burn'd in bonds it couldn't burst- 
And thou wert the land, Erie! 


II. 
A starless landscape came 
'Twixt that scene and nlY aching sight, 
And anon two spires of flame 
Arose on my left and right; 
And a warrior throng 
"\Vere l11arching along, 
Timing their tramp to a battle song, 
And I felt my heart from their zeal take fire, 
But, ah! my dream fled as that host dre\v nigher! 


III. 
Next, lllethought I woke, and ,valk'd alone 
On a causeway all with grass o'ergrown, 
That led to ranks of ruins ,van, 
"\Yhere echo'd llO voice or step of man ; 
Deadly still was the heavy air, 
Horrible silence 'was everJw herG-- 
No human thing, no beast, no bird 
In the dread Death-laud sung or stirr'd ; 
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Saint Patrick's Ï1llage up in a nook 
Held in its hand a Prophecy Book, 
And its mystic lines were made plain to me, 
And they spoke thy destiny, loved Erie! 


IV. 


"The skene and the sparthe, 
The lament for the dearth, 
The voice of all mirth 
Shall be hush'd on thy hearth, 
o Erie! 
And your children want earth 
'Vhel1 they bury! 
Till Tanist and Kerne 
Their past evils unlearn, 
And in penitence turn 
To their Father in he-aven ; 
Then shall wisdom and light, 
Then manhood and might, 
And their land and their right 
To the sons of 1\Iilesius be given. 
But never till then- 
'Till they make themselves n1en- 
Can the chains of their bondage be riven !" 


TIlE E...Y.ILE'S J[EDITA TION. 


I. 
ALONE in this mighty city, queen of the continent! 
I ponùer on my people's fate in grief and discontent- 
Alas! that I have livecl to see thenl wiled and cast away, 
A.nJ driven like soulless cattle from their native land a 
prey. 
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II. 
These men, are they not our brethren, grown at our lTIother's 
breast? 
Are they not come of the Celtic blood, in Europe held the 
Lest? 
Are they not heirs of Brian, and children of Eoghan's race, 
'\Vho rose up like baited tigers and sprung in the foeman's 
face ? 


III. 
Aud why should they seek another shore, to live in another 
land? 
Had they not plenty at their feet, aud sickles in their hand? 
Did an earthquake rnarch upon thenl, did Nature luake thelll 
flee, 
Or do they fly for fear, and to seek some ready-made Liberty? 


IV. 


I have read in ancient annals of a race of gallant nlen 
'Vho fear'd neither Dane nor devil; but it is long since then-- 
Anù "cowardice is virtue," so runs the modern creed- 
The starving suiciùe is praised and sainteù for the deed I 


THE PARTJ
NG FRO]l IRELAND. 


I. 
OH! dread Lord of heaven and earth! hard and sad it is 
to go 
Frorl1 the lanll I loved and cherish'd into outward gloom 
and woe; 
'Vas it for this, Guardian Angel! when to nlanly years I 


ca.nle, 
IIollleward, as a light, you led me-light that now is turn'd 
to flame? 
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II. 


I am as a shipwreck'd sailor, by one ,vave flung 011 the shore, 
By the next torn struggling seaward, without hope for- 
evermore ; 
I aln as a sinner toiling on,,'ard to the Redemption Hill- ' 
By the rising sands envirou'd, by siroccos baffled still. 


III. 


How I loved this nation 
Te know, gentle friends, who share 
my fate- 
And you too, heroic comrades, loaded with the fetter's 
weight- 
How I coveted all knowledge that lnight raise her name ,vith 
men- 
How I sought her secret beauties ,vith an all-insatiate ken. 


IV. 


God! it is a Inadc1ening l)rospect thus to see this storied 
land 
Like some wretched culprit writhing in a strong avenger's 
hal1d- 
l{neeling, foaming, weeping, shrieking, ,vornan-weak and 
\V01l1an-loud- 
Better, better, 
Iother Ireland! we had laid you in your 
shroud! 


v. 


If an end were made, and nobly, of th,is old centennial feud- 
If, in arnlS outnumbered, beaten, less, 0 Ireland! had I 
rued ; 
For the scatter'c1 spar.ks of valor might relight thy dark- 
ness yet, 
And thy long chain of Resistance to the Future :Qad been 
knit. 
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VI. 


Now their castle sits securely on its old accursèd hill, 
And their motley pirate-standard taints the air in Ireland 
still ; 
A.nd their titled paupers clothe them with the labor of our 
hands, 
And their Saxon greed is glutted from our plunder'd fathers' 
Ian ds. 


VII. 


But our faith is all unshaken, though our present hope is 
gone; 
England's lease is not forever-Ireland's warfare is not done. 
God ill heaven, He is ÏIllIDortal-Justice is His sword and 
Sigil- 
If Earth will not be our any, we have One, who is Divine. 


YIII. 


Though my eyes no more may see thee, island of my early 
love! 
'Other eyes shall see thy Green Flag flying the tall hills 
above ; 
Though IllY ears no more lllay listen to the rivers as they 
flow, 
Other ears shall hear a Prean closing thy long caoine of woe! 


THE EXILE'S DEVO TION. 


I. 


IF I forswear the art divine 
'Vhich deifies the c1ead- 
'Vhat comfort then can I can 11line, 
'Vhat solace seek instead? 
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For, from my birth, our country's fame 
'Yas life to me and love, 
And for each loyal Irish name 
Son1e garland still I woye. 


II. 


I'd rather be the bird that sings 
.A.bove the martyr's grave, 
Than fold in fortune's cage Iny wings 
And feel my soul a slave; 
I'd rather turn one sinlple verse 
True to the Gaelic ear, 
Than classic odes I might rehearse 
'Vith senates list'ning near. 


III. 


Oh, native land I dost ever mark 
'Vhen the world's din is drown'd, 
Betwixt the daylight and the dark 
A wondering, solmnn sound 
That on the western wind is borne 
Across thy dewy breast? 
It is the voice of those ,vho mourn 
For thee, far in the 'Vest? 


IV. 


For them and theirs loft essay 
Your ancient art of song, 
And often sadly turn away 
Deeming my rnshness wrong; 
For well I ween, a loving will 
Is all the nrt I own ; 
A.h nle! could 10\'e suffice for skill, 
'Yhat triumphs I had kuo,vn I 



110 


PATllIOTIC POEJIS. 


v. 


1\Iy native land! IllY native land! 
Live in l1lY nlemory still ; 
Break on Iny brain, ye surges grand! 
Stand up! mist-cover'd hill. 
S till in the mirror of the n1Ïnd 
The scenes I love I f::ee ; 
,y ould I could fly on the western wind, 
l\Iy native land! to thee. 


TIlE SAI

T'S FARE TV ELL. 


I. 


OR, Aran blest! ob, Aran blest! 
Bright beacon of the wavy 'Yest! 
Henceforth through life long seas lllUSt roll 
Between thy cloisters and my soul. 


II. 


Farewell, farewell, thou holy shore, 
"\Vhere angels walk .with 111en, once more! 
In Hy, nlY lonely hut shall ne'er 
Recei ye such guests of earth or air. 


III. 


Thou )Iodan, 
Iersel1ge's pious SOll, 
Sad is nlY heart, and slow Iny tongue 
To say farewell to friend like thee! 

Iay Christ, our Lord, your keeper he ! 


IY. 


Far easbvard, far too far, lies Hy, 
Darkness is o'er its 111ol'1 1 ing sky; 
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The sun loves not his ancient East, 
But hastens to the holier 'Vest. 


v. 


Aran! thou sun of reahns terrene, 
'V ould that, lull'd by thy airs serene, 
I slept the sleep that lasts till day, 
'Yrapp'd in thy consecrated clay. 


VI. 


Aran, thou sun! no tongue lllay tell 
How, haunted by each holy bell, 
l\ly love, call'd backward to your breast, 
Longs for its evening in the 'Vest. 


TO J[ Y TV I S 11 Il.{ G -C A P . 


I. 


'\YISHIXG-Cap, '\V"ishing-cap, I would be 
Far away, f:.:.r away o'er the sea, 
'Yhere the red birch roots 
Do,vn the ribbed rock shoots, 
In Donegal the brave, 
And white-sail'd skiffs 
Speckle the cliffs, 
AllÙ the gannet drinks the wave. 


II. 


'Yishing-cap, 'Yïshing-cap, I would lie 
On a 'YÏcldow hill, and stare the sky, 
Or ('Ollllt the 11l1l11all atoins that pass 
The tIn'paLl-like l'ø:H1 through Glenn1acnass, 
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"There once the clans of O'Byrne were ; 
Or talk to the breeze 
Under sycamore trees, 
In Glenart's forests fair. 


ITI. 


'Vishing-cap, 'Vishing-cap, let us away 
To walk in the cloisters, at close of day, 
Once trod by friars of orders gray, 
In Norman Selskar's renown'd abbaye, 
And Carmen's ancient town; 
For I would kneel at my mother's grave, 
Where the plumy churchyard elms wave, 
And the old w'ar-walls look down. 


TIlE SONG OF LABOR. 


I. 
To the tired toilers' ring, 
Brother, bring your song and tabor; 
Poets of all nations, sing 
To-day a hJllln of praise to Labor. 
Chorus-" Viya Labor! long live Labor! 
Strongest sceptre! keenest sabre! 
Chant the hymn! strike on the tabol'! 
Liegemen! sing the Song of Labor." 


II. 
GERl\IAN. 
On the Gernlan nhine-banks I 
Haye beheld his banners fly, 
'Vhile the orcler'cl ranks beneath 
Struck a stroke with every breath- 
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Sledges on the anvils ringing, 
Poets in their gardens singing- 
"Viva Labor! long live Labor !'.' etc. 


III. 
ITALIAN. 
"\Yhere the Arno winding COl11es, 
Under shade of Florence <10111es- 
'Vhere Genoa rises steep, 
Crowning high the subject deep- 
'Yhere live Ronle and dead Rome dwell, 
Like corpse in crypt near sexton's cell- 
Through ltalia's storied length, 
Skill and art, surpassing strength, 
Daily toil anù chant at even 
The great human song to Heaven- 
"Viva Labor! long live Labor!" etc. 


IV. 
FREXCH:\IAN. 
Ah! nlY France, thy dauntless spirit 
Love of toil doth still inherit, 
And no power but arnlèd ,vrong 
Ever yet hath hush'd thy song! 
In the province, in the street, 
Troops of toilers you nla y meet- 
1\Ien who nlake as light of labor 
As our minstrel of his tabor. 
"Viva Labor! long live Labor!" etc. 


Y. 
ITIISH:\L\.:N . 
Ask not Il1e for 111erry song, 
l\Iusic flies the land of wrong! 
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By the noble Shannon river, 
'Vretchedland-serfs llloan and shiver- 
'Yhining all day in the city 
Are the partners 'Yoe and Pity: 
Lordlings think toil don't beseem them, 
Though their own sweat might redeem theIll. 
"Viva Labor! long live Labor !" etc. 


VI. 


A
IERICA:N. 
In the lanil where man is youngest, 
On the soil ,,?here nature's strongest, 
Come and see a greater glory 
Thall the old vine-bender's story I 
Come and see the city's ar111S 
Filling forests with a1a1'111s- 
See before the breath of steam 
Space and waste fly like a dream. 
" Viva Labor! long live Labor I" etc. 


[Written for the Annual 'Festival of the St. Patrick's Literary Association of 
Montreal, of which th
 author was the founder and fir
t presidrnt.] 


PROLOGUE TO BT. PATRIC]{ AT TARA.

 


I. 
THE stranger enterilJg at yoneler door, 
'Yho never saw anI' mnatrun
 before, 
1\la)' ask, 'Vhat. have ,ve here? an Irish play? 
In Lenten tÏInes, and on St. Patrick's day? 


II. 
Our answer is, The very day inspires 
'Yitb lllenlories of the green land of our sires; 


* The drama of the evening, so called. 
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The yery day unfolds, from age to age, 
The Christian drama of that island-stage- 
The n1art.yr, hero, scholar, warrior, bard, 
The plot, the stake-virtue and its reward; 
The good nlan's grief, the heartless villain's gain, 
The strong-arln'd tyrant righteously slain; 
The thousand Inen10rahle deeds which give 
Zest to the Past, and Il1ake its actors live! 


III. 


This day, in every Irish heart and brain, 
Calls up that Past, nor does it call in vain; 
Surrounds the Inental theatre with all 
The fond elnbellishn1ents of Tara's hall ; 
Seats on that l\Ieathian n10und the kings of old, 
In flowing vest and twisted tongues of gold- 
A warlike race, to ,,-horn repose ,vas rust, 
l\Iingled of good and il1, just and unjust: 

Ien n1uch the saIne ruled all the pagan "\Vest- 
Some gentler, wiser, greater than the rest; 
"\Y:1r ,vas their gan1e, and, eagle-like, they bore 
Back to their cliffs the spoils of many a shore. 


IV. 


To Tara in its Inost auspicious day 
"\Ye would transport you in the con1Ïng play; 
"\Vhile yet" the Roaù of Chariots" round its slope, 
To eyes far off, shone as the path of Hope; 
Ere yet its hospitable hearths 'vere cold, 
Or Ruin reign'd where 111irth abode of old-. 
To Tara, as it rose upon the way 
Of the apostle, on that eve of J\Iay 
"\Yhen first he kindled the forbidden fire 
Of Faith, that never, neyer can expire! 



116 


PATRIOTIC POE.JIS. 


v. 


Remote the Erne, and difficult the task 
For which your kind indulgence here we ask; 
Yet what more meet for this our Irish play- 
Saint Patrick's life upon Saint Patrick's Day? 


TO D U F FYI N P R ISO Jr. 


I. 


THROUGH the long hours of the garish day I toil with brain 
and hand, 
In the silent watches of the night I walk the spirit-land; 
Our souls in their far journeJings ,vant neither lamp nor 
guide, 
They need no passports, wait no winds upon the ocean wide, 
And, dreadful power of human will! they grub out of the 
earth 
The crlllllbled bones of might.y men, and give them second 
birth ; 
They trayel with them on the paths which through the world 
they took, 
And converse with thenl in the tongues which, ,vhen alive, 
they spoke. 


II. 


One night I.stood with Sarsfield where his heart's blood was 
outpour'd, 
On Landen
s plain, in Limerick's name, he show'd it with 
his sword; 
Ere morn, upon the Pincian Hill, I heard Tir-Owen's tale 
Of the combats, and tho virtues, and the sorrows of the 
Gael. 
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Since then rye walk'd with Grattan's shade amid the gothic 
gloom 
Of 'Vestn1Ïnster's lllonkless abbey, forecasting England's 
doom, 
And in green Glassnevill I have been beside the tombs where 
rest- 
There, Curran, here, O'Connell, on our mother-land's warm 
breast. 


III. 


'Twas but last night I traversed the Atlantic's furrow'c1 face- 
The stars but thinly colonized the wilderness of space- 
A white sail glinted here and there, and sometimes o'er the 
swell 
Rung the seaman's song of labor, or the silvery night-watch 
bell ; 
I dreamt I reach'd the Irish shore, and felt my heart re- 
bound 
From ,vall to wall within my breast, as I trod that holy 
ground; 
I sat down by nlY own hearth-stone, beside my love again- 
I met n1Y friends and Him, the first of friends, and first of 
Irish men. 


IV. 


I saw once more the dome-like bro,v, the large and lustrous 
eyes- 
I 111ark'd upon the sphinx-like face the clouds of thought 
anse- 
I heard again that clear quick voice that, as a trumpet, 
thrill'd 
The souls of meD, and wielded them even as the speaker 
.will'J-- 
I felt the cordial-clasping hand that never feign'd regard, 
Nor ever dealt a IllUmed blo,v, nor nicely weigh'd reward. 
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1\1y friend! my friend! oh! would to God that you were 
here with me, 
A-WJ,tching in the starry ,Yest for Ireland'
 liberty! 


v. 
Ob, brothers! I can well declar(-', who read it like a scroll, 
'Yhat Roman characters were sbul1p'd upon that Rom
1n 
soul- 
The courage, constancy, and love, the old-titne faith and 
tru th, 
The ,visdom of the sages, the sincerity of youth- 
Like an oak upon our native hills, a host n1Ïght C
Ul1p there 
under, 
Yet it bare the song-birds in its core, above the storm and 
th under ; 
It was the gentlest, finnest soul that ever, lamp-like, show'd 
A young race seeking Freedom up her misty mountain road. 


YI. 
You grew too great, dear friend! to stand nnder a t)Tant's 


ann, 
His tall tow'rs trembling o'er your lnines had fill'd hÏ1n with 
ala1'1n ; 
He was the lord of hirèc1 hosts, of ill-got wealth well kept, 
You led a generation, and inspired them while he slept: 
He woke-ye met-and once again, 0 Earth and Heaven! 
ye see 
l\Iight's dagger at Right's throat, Right's heart beneath his 
knee ; 
Yea, once again in Ireland, as of old in Calvarie, 
rrhe truth is fear'd and crucified high on a felon tree. 


VII. 


Like a convoy frolll the flag-ship, our fleet is scatter'd far, 
Alid :you, the valiant adn1Ìral, chain'd and Ï1nprison'd are; 
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Like a royal galley's precious freight flung on sea-sunder'd 
strands, 
The c1Üunond wit find golden worth are far-cast on the 
lands- 
And I, \\'hOl11 nlost you loved, aln here, and I can but indite 

Iy yearnings, aud Iny heart hopes, and curse lhen
 while I 
wri te : 
...\.las! alas! all! what are prayers, and what are moans or 
sighs, 
"\Yhtll the heroes of the land are lost-of the land that will 
not r.I:'\E? 


VIII. 


But I swear to you, dear Charles, by nlY h0110r and IllY 
faith, 
As I hope for stainless name and salyation after death, 
By the green grave of my mother 'neath Selskar's ruin'd 
wall, 
By the birth-land of my mind and love, of you, of 1\1--, 
-, all, 
That my days are c1eclicated to the ruin of the power 
That holds yon fast and libels you in your defenceless hour; 
Like an Indian of the wild woods, I'll dog their track of 
slirn e, 
And I'll shake the Gaza-pillars yet of their godless mammon 
shrine. 


IX. 


They will bring JOU in their 111anacles beneath their bloody 


rag- . 
They will chain JOU like the Conqueror to some sea-nloateJ 


crfl g- 
To their fiends it win be gi yen your great spirit to anllOY- 
To fling falsehood ill Jour cup, and to break Jour luartJ1"- 
JOY; 
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But you will bear it nobly, like Regulus of eld- 
The oak will be the oak, and hOl1or'd e'en when fell'd : 
Change is brooding over earth, it will find you 'mid the 


maIn, 
And, throned beneath its wings, you'll reach Jour Dati va 
land again. 


TO D UPFY', FREE. 


I. 


THROUGH long sorro'ws and fears, 
And past perilous years, 
And darkness and distance, 
And seas, where the mists dance, 
I see a Dew star! 
Not a comet, or wild star, 
But a radiant and 11lild star, 
Still shining as Venus, 
Still bright'ning like Sirius, 
On a night in July, 
Is the star I descry! 
And though nlJTiads of miles and of waves intervene, 
Admonish'd, I worship the star I hft ,e seen. 


II. 


It befilllS from the far cloud, whose wild stornlY heaving 
lIas fill'd all our souls with a fearful n1Ìsgiving, 
On the storm-waters dark, 
'Vhere, half-savage and staï'k, 
:ßIell, with sine,v and shout, 
Are seeking about 
For lost stanchion and spar ; 
And that calm, shining star, 
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With its light and its sn1ile, 
Guides their task and their toil ; 
And the seekers, anon, 
Look that it shines on ; 
And they bless still the good star, evening and morning, 
For their guide and their comfort, their hope and their 
warnIng. 


III. 


'Tis thy star, oh, my friend, 
That doth shine and ascend 
On the night of our race ; 
Thou art the appointed, 
By affliction anointed, 
As through grief cometh grace ; 
Born heir of the planet, 
See now that you lllan it 
'Vith the heroes whose worth 
Hath made this round earth 
A circular shrine ; 
For the sun hath not shone 
On such work as, when done, 
'Yill be thine. 


IV. 


'Tis given to you 
That work to renew 
Which the blood of past builders hath hallow'd in vain, 
"\Yhen their helpers bore sceptres in France and in Spain, 
To try the sphinx-task of our lnndred again; \ 
Death waits in the way 
For defeat or a prey, 
And horrors hedge round 
The combatting ground 
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,\Vhel'e Ireland, dishonor'd, awaiteth the knight 
'Yho shall conquer for her both renown and her right. 
And should none such appear 
In a day and a Jear, 
Her 'scutcheon, disgraced, 
Is forever displaced 
Frolll the midst of the ancient and noble, 
,Yho, through time and through trouble, 
In the cavalcade's rush, in the locking of shields, 
Have still seen her banner abroad in their fields. 


v. 
The fate of our laud 
God hath placed in Jour hand ; 
He hath made you to know 
The heart of your foe, 
And the schemes he hath plann'd ; 
Think well ,yhat you are, 
Know your soul-and your star; 
Perscvere-dare- 
Be ,vise and beware- 
Seek not praise froln to-day; 
Be not wiled from your way 
By visions distracting ; 
Heed not the detracting 
Of souls imbecile 
'\Vho your mastership feel, 
Yet hate you, as pride hates the sky-piercing spire, 
Because than its own gaudy dOlne it springs higher. 


VI. 
Go forth, knight, to the altar 
'Vith bold heart and holy, 
Aud fear not, nor falter, 
nut as1\:, and ask solely 
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The might and the grace 
.To redeem, ourfall'n nation 
Front itð deep desolation, 
And lift up OU1' race; 
Let :rour vigil be long, 
For praJer maketh strong 
The arm of the weakest, 
And the will of 
he meekest, 
To wrestle with wron 0" . 
b , 
Born heir of the planet, 
See now that JOU man it 
'Vith the heroes whose worth 
Hath made this round earth 
A circular shrine; 
For the sun hath not shone 
On such work as, when done, 
'ViII be thine! 


A VOIr A..LYD PRAYER.O 


I. 


IRELAKD of the Holy Islands, 
Circled round by misty highlands- 
Highlands of the valleys verdant, 
Valleys of the torrents argent, 
If I ever cease to love thee, 
If I ever fail to serve thee, 
l\Iay I fall, anù foulness cover 
All n1Y hopes and hOlllestead over ; 
Die a dog's death, outcast, hurried! 
Into earth as dogs are buried. 


*' 'Vrittun on losing Bight of the Irish shorf-s , ISl8. 
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II. 
Though in thee each day of sorrow, 
Led unto more sad to-mon'ow- 
Though each night fell darker, bleaker, 
Round n1Y couch, a careworn waker- 
If I ever cease to love thee, 
If I ever fail to serve thee, 
1\1ay my children rise around me, 
Like Acteon's brood, to hound me, 
Over all life's future landscape 
'Vith a hate that nothing can 'scape. 


III. 
Since the trance of childhood bound me, 
I have felt thy arms around n1e; 
1\101'e to me than any other 
Hast thou been a nurse and mother; 
Could I ever cease to love thee? 
Could I ever fail to serve thee? 
Thou whose honied words forever 
Flow before n1e like a river, 
Vocal ever, ever telling 
Of the source frolll whence they're welling? 


IV. 
God look on thee, ancient nation! 
God avert thy desolation! 
Oh! hold fast his dread evangels, 
And he'll set his shining angels 
As a guard of glory keeping 
'Vatch about thee, waking, sleeping. 
Tempt Him not, and all thy evils, 
And the ulcer-giving devils 
'\Yho possess thee, shall be pow'rless, 
And thy jOJTS to come be hourleßs. 
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HO.J1E SON}'
ETS-ADDRESS TO IRELA

D. 
I. 
J\IoTllER of soldiers I once there vV'as a time 
'Vhen Jour sons' swords won fanle in 111any a clime; 
'Yhen Europe l)ress'd on France, they fought alone 
For her, and served her better than their own! 
Those were the days your exiles Blade their fame 
By gallant deeds which put our age to shame- 
Those were the days Crenlona city, saved, 
Stood to attest what Irish valor braved! 
'Yhen England's chivalry, sore wounded, fled 
Before the stornlY charge O'Brien led- s 
"\Vhen travellers saw in Ypres' choir display'd 
The trophies of your song-renown'J brigade! 
J\Iother of soldiers! France was proud to see 
Your shamrock then twined with thefleur de lis! 8 


II. 
.l\Iother of soldiers I in the cause of Spain 
The 1\1oors in Oran's trench by then1 ,vere slain ; 7 
For full an hundred Jears their fatal steel 
Has charged beside the lances of Castile. 
Carb'ry's, Tyrconnell's, Breffny's exiled lords 
To Spain and glory gave their gallant swords ;8 
And Spain, of honor jealous, gave theIn place 
Before her native sons in glory's race; 
Her nohlest laurels graced your soldiers' head, 
Her dearest daughters shared your soldiers' bed; 
In da.nger's hour she call'J thern to the front, 
And gave to thenl the praise who hare the brunt: 
l\Iother of soldiers! Spain to-day will be 
A willing witness for thy sons and thee! 
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III. 


l\lother of soldiers! on the Volga's banks 
Your practised leaders form'd the Russian ranks; 
And fallen Limerick gave the chiefs to lead 
The hosts ,vho triumph'd o'er the famous Swede. 9 
That time even Austria gave theIn host on host, 
The ruling balo7l, and the perilous post- 
Buda, Belgrade, Prague, Deva-every trust 
That man oould earn, and found thell1 bold as just. 
Velettri, Zorndorff, Dantzic, still can tell 
Ho,v Austria's Irish soldiers fought and fell, 
And how the ruling skill that led them on 
To conquer was supplied by your own son! 10 
J\Iother of soldiers! while these trophies last, 
You're safe against the sland'rers of the past! 


IV. 


1Iother of exiles! from your soil to-day 
New n1yriads are destroy'd or swept away; 
The crowded graveyards grow no longer green, 
The daily dead have scanty space, I ween; 
The groaning ships, freighted with want and grief, 
Entomb in every wave a fugitive; 
The sword no more an Irish weapon is- 
The sl)irit of the land no longer lives; 
l\Iother! 'twas kill'd before the famine calne- 
The stubble ,vas prepared to meet the flame; 
All manly souls were from their bodies torn, 
And what avails it if the bodies burn? 
J\Iother of soldiers! 111a)" we hope to be 
Yet fit to strike for vengeance and for thee I 
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THE ]IEART'S RESTING-PLAOE. 


I. 


TWICE have I sail'd the Atlantic o'er, 
Twice dwelt an exile in the "\Vest ; 
Twice did kind nature's skill restore 
The quiet of my troubled breast- 
As moss upon a rifteÇl tree, 
So tinle its gentle cloaking did, 
But though the ,vound no eye could see, 
Deep in my heart the barb was hid. 


II. 


I felt a weight where'er I went- 
I felt a void 'within my brain; 
l\Iy day-hopes and my dreams were blent 
'Vith sable threads of mentall)ain ; 
l\Iy eye delighted not to look 
On forest old or rapids grand; 
The stranger's joy I scarce could brook- 
l\Iy heart was in Iny own dear land. 


III. 


Where'er I turll'd, some enlblClll still 
Roused consciousness upon IllY track; 
Some hill was like an Irish hill, 
Some 
vild bird's whistle call'd me back; 
A sea-bound ship bore off my peace 
Betwe'en its white, cold wings of ,yoe ; 
Oh! if I had but wings like these, 
"\Vhere Iny peace went I too ,voulcl go. 
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o II! B L A .J1 E lJ1 E NOT. 


I. 


On! blame me not if I love to dwell 
On Erin's early glory; 
Oh! blame me not if too oft I tell 
The same inspiring story ; 
For sure 'tis much to know and feel 
That the Race now ratec1lowly 
Once ruled as lords, with sceptre of steel, 
'Vhile our Island was yet the Holy. 


II. 


'Tis much to know that our sainted, then, 
To their cloisters the stranger drew, 
And taught the Goth and Saxon men 
All of heaven the old earth knew- 
When Alfred and Dagobert students were 
In the sacred" Angel's Vale," 
And harp heard harp through the midnight air 
Pealing forth the hymns of the Gael. 


III. 


'Tis much to know that in the 'Vest 
The Sun of our wisdom rose, 
And the barbarous clouds that searl" d its breast 
'Vere scatter'd like baftled foes- 
To know that in our hearts there dwell 
Sorne seeds of the men of story: 
Oh! blall1e me not if I love to tell 
Of Erin's ancient glory. 
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QrIESTIO]{ A..ND ANS1VER. 


I. 
" YOUNG Thinker of the pallid brow, 
'Vhat care weighs on Jour brain? 
'Yhat tangled problems solve you now 
Of glory or of gain ? 
Is that you seek of heaven or hell? 
'V ork you with charm or :fire? 
'Yhat is your quest? what is your spell? 
And what your hope or hire ?" 


II. 


"Oh, brilliant is Iny quest," he said, 
" And eminent my hope, 
As any star that yet hath shed 
Its light through heaven's cope; 
I seek to save lnine ancien t race- 
'Tis knowledge is my spell- 
Their lines of life and fate I trace, 
To know and serve them we}L" 


III. 


" Their nlission-say, what nlay it be 
That thus inspires your toil, 
And holds you back to uative earth 
Like saplings to the soil? 
Their mission-is't to rob and reign 
O'er half the sons of earth? 
Or is it not to hng the chain, 
And die of doubt and dearth ?" 
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IV. 
" Oh, no! oh, no!" the Thinker said, 
" Their future far I see- 
Their path through pleasantness is led, 
Their arms and 111inds are free; 
They ,valk the world like gods of old, 
Incensed, enshrined, obey'd; 
'Tis this I seek, for this I stri ve- 
1\Iy answer now is made 1" 


SON
KET.O 
NOT of the mighty I not of the world's friends 
Have I aspired to speak within these leaves ; 
These best befit their joyful kindred pens- 
l\Iy path lies where a broken people grieves; 
By the Ohio, on the Yuba's banks, 
As night displays her standard to their eyes, 
Alone, in tears, or gather'd in sad ra.nks, 
Stirring the brooding air with woful sighs, 
I see thelll sit: I hear their n1Ïngled speech, 
Gaelic or Saxon, but all froln the heart; 
" HOllle 1" is the word that sways the soul of each- 
A word beyond the eInbellishments of art: 
Yet of this theme I feebly seek to sing, 
And to nlY banish'd kin a book of " HOllle" I bring. 


'" This appears to have been intenùeù by the author for the dedication of au 
epic lie was writing, called" The Emigrants."-ED. 
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A SALUTATION TO THE FREE FLAG OF AJIERICA. 


I. 


FLAG of the Free! I remember Ine well 
'Vnen your stars in our dark sky were shil1ing- 
'Twas the season when men like the cold rain fell, 
And pour'd into graves unrepining- 
'Twas the season when darkness and death rode about 
In the eye of the day dÏ1n with sorrow, 
And the lnourner's son had scarce strength to moan out 
Ere he follow'd his sire on the morrow. 


II. 


Flag of the Free! I beheld you again, 
And I bless'd God who guarded me over- 
And I found in your shade that the children of men 
Half the glory of Ad::l1ll l'ecover. 
And they tell n1e, the knaves! thou clost typify sin, 
That thy folds fling infection around them, 
That thy stars are but spots of the plague that's within, 
And which shortly will raging surround them. 


III. 
Not so! oh, not so! thou bright pioneer banner! 
Thou art not what factions lniscall thee; 
'Yhere HUlllal1ity is there lllust ever be Honor- 
Shame cannot stain let what else Inay befull thee: 
Oyer 'Vashington's lllarcb, o"er ihe l\Iacedon's freight 
'Vhen flying, the angels ordaill'd thee- 
"The Flag of the Free, t.he LûlovèJ of Fate, 
And the hope of l\Iallkil1d,'
 have they named thee 
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THE ANOIENT RACE. 


I. 
'VlIAT shall become of the ancient race- 
The noble Celtic island race? 
Like cloud on cloud o'er the azure sky, 
"Then win tel' storms are loud and high, 
Their dark ships shadow the ocean's face- 
'Vhat shall become of the Celtic race? 


II. 
'Vhat shall befall the ancient race- 
The poor, unfriended, faithful race? 
\Vhere ploughman's song made the hamlet ring, 
The village vulture flaps his wing; 
The village bonles, oh, ,vho can trace,- 
God of our persecuted race? 


III. 
'Ybat shall befall the ancient race? 
Is treason's stigma on their face? 
Be they cowards 01' traitors? Go 
Ask the shade of England's foe; 
See the gems her crown that grace; 
They tell a tale of the ancient race. 


IV. 
They tell a tale of the ancient race- 
Of rnatchless deeds in danger's face; 
They speak of Britain's glory fed 
On blood of Celt right bravely shed; 
Of India's spoil and Frank's disgrace-- 
They tell n. tale of the ancient race. 
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".. 
Then why cast out the ancient race? 
Grim want dwelt with the ancient race, 
And hell-born laws, with prison jaws, 
And greedy lords with tiger maws 
Have swallow'd-swallow still apace- 
The limbs and the blood of the ancient race. 


VI. 
'Vill no one shield the ancient race? 
They fly their fathers' burj:ll-place ; 
The proud lords ,vith the heavy purse- 
Their fathers' shame-their people's curse- 
Demons in heart, nobles in face- 
They dig a grave for the ancient race I 


VII. 
They dig a grave for the ancient race- 
And grudge that grave to the ancient race- 
On highway side full oft were seen 
The wild dogs and the vultures keen 
Tug for the limbs and gnaw the face 
Of SOllie starved child of the ancient race I 


VIII. 
'Yhat shall befall the ancient race? 
Shall all forsake their dear birth-place, 
'Yithout one struggle strong to keep 
The old soil where their fathers sleep '! 
The dearest land on earth's wide spacc- 
'Yby leave it so, 0 ancient ra.ce ? 


IX. 
'Yhat shaH befall the ancient race? 
Light up one hope for the ancient ra.ce? 
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o Priest of God- Soggarlh aroon ! 
Lead but the way-we'll go full soon; 
Is there a danger we will not face 
To keep old hÛlnes for the Irish race? 


x. 
They will not gOJ the ancient race! 
They nlust not go, the ancient race! 
Conle, gallant Celts, and take your stand- 
The League-the League-will sn;ve the land- 
The land of faith, the land of grace, 
The land of Erin's ancient race! 


XI. 
They will not go, the ancient race! 
1-'hey shall not go, the ancient race! 
The cry swells loud from shore to shore, 
Fronl eJll'raId vale to 11lountaill hoa1'- 
FrOlll altar high to market-place- 
They shall not go, the ancient race! 


T JrE E'.ÁY ILEOS R EQ UER T. 


I. 
OFT, Pilgrinl, if you bring Ine frol11 the far-off lands a sign, 
Let it be sonle token still of the green old b,nd once mine; 
A shell fron) the shores of Ireland would be dearer far to me 
Than all the wines of the Rhine lanù, or the art of Italie. 


II. 
For I was born in Ireland--I glory in the n
une- 
I wfJep for all her sorrows, I renlember well her fame! 
And still IllY heart must hope that I nuty yet repose at rest 
On the Holy Zion of nlY Jouth, in the Israel of the 'Yest. 
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III. 
Her beauteous face is furrow'd with sorrow's streaming rains, 
Her lovely limbs are mangled with slavery's ancient chains, 
Yet, Pilgrinl, pass not over with heedless heart or eye 
The island of the giited, and of men who knew to die. 


IV. 


Like the crater of a fire-mount, all without is bleak and bare, 
But the rigor of its lips still show what fire and force were 
there; 
Eycn now in the heaving craters, far froin the gazer's ken, 
The fiery steel is forging that will cl'ush her foes again. 


v. 
Then, PiJgrÍ1n, if you bring 1ne frolll the far-off lands a sign, 
Let it be some token still of the green olclland once mine; 
A s11e11 from the shores of Ireland ,voulc1 be dearer far to me 
Than all the wines of the Rhine land, or t.he art of Ttalie. 


SALUTATIO

 TO THE CELTS. 


I. 
HAIL to our Celtic brethren wherever they Inay be, 
In the far woods of Oregon, or o'er the Atlantic sea- 
"\Vhether they guard the banner of St. Georgc in Indian 
vales, 
Or spread beneath the llightless North experimental sails- 
One in nmne and in falne 
Are the sea-divided Gaels. 


II. 
Though fallen the state of Erin, and cluuJged the Scottish 
lancl- 
Though sUlall the power of 
Iona, though ul1\yaked Lewcl- 
IJn's balld- 
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Though Ambrose 1\Ierlin's prophecies degenerate to tales, 
And the cloisters of Jona are bemoan'd by northelon gales- 
One in name and in fame 
Are the sea-divided Gaels. 


III. 


In Northern Spain and Brittany our brethren also dwell ; 
Oh! brave are the traditions of their fathers that they tell ;- 
The eagle and the crescent in the da,vn of history pales 
Before their fire, that seldom flags, and never wholly fails: 
One in name and in fanle 
Are the sea-divided Gaels. 


IV. 


A greeting and a promise unto them all we send ; 
Their character our charter is, their glory is our end; 
Their friend shall be our friend, our foe whoe'er assails 
The past or future honors of the far-dispersèd Gaels: 
One in name and in fame 
Are the sea-divided Gaels.* 


BOSTON, August 30, 1850. 


UJ.rION IS STRENGTH. 


I. 
A. MAN whose corn was carried away 
Before his eyes, and whose oats and hay 
'Yere piled np into the landlord's cart, 
Look'J toward his castle with sorrowful heart. 


'" This poem was published in the first number of the .Amedcan CeU. 



PATRIOTIC POE.lJS. 


137 


II. 
ce Yon seem," said he, "so strong and grand, 
Like a giant you overlook the land; 
And a giant in stolnach you sure must be, 
That of all my crop can leave none to llle." 


III. 
Quoth another-" Of such weak words what end? 
Have you any hope that the devil will mend, 
Or the ,volf let the kid escape his maw, 
Or a landlord yield his rights at law? 


IV. 


"Let us go over to Rackrent Hall 
By twos aud threes-it nlay befall, 
As 'ViSù.oln is found in the lTIultitude, 
Enough of us might do the cause some good." 


v. 
At first they ,vent by twos ana threes, 
But Rackrent's lord they could not please; 
And next they went in nunloer a score, 
But the case was even the same as before. 


VI. 
By fifties and hundreds they gather'J then, 
Resolute, patient, dogged Inen,- 
And the landlord own'd that he thought there was 
SaIne slight defects in the present laws. 


VII. 
A barony 
poke-a country woke- 
A nation struck at thejr feudal yoke- 
'Twas found the Right could not be withstood, 
And-wi
donl was founù in the multitude 1 
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A SAL UTA TION. 


DAU
---rrLESS voyagers who venture out upon the 'wreck-paved 
deep, 
,Yho can sail with hearts unfailing o'er the age
 sunk in 
sleep ; 
There is outlet-ye shall know it by the tide's deep conscious 
flow; 
There is offing--may ye show it to the convoy following slow! 


Gallant champions, whose long labors file away in vista'd 
space, 
Lost the fitful hour of sabres-not the ArchÏ1nedean place; 
In t he future realm before ye do,vn the vale of labor 100111S 
Your new Athens, oh! pine benders, rear'd above the rob- 
bers' tombs. 


Be ye therefore calm in council, Patience is the heart of 
Hope- 
Never wrangle with the branlbles when with old oaks ye 
must cope; 
'Yilliarn, 'Yalpole, Pitt, and Canning, ye shall smite and 
overthrow, 
Kat by practising with pygn1Ïes can ye giant "
arfare know. 


"\Yhoso ye find fittest, wisest, he your suzerain shall be, 
Yield him following and affection, stanJ like SOIlS around his 
knpe ; 
1\Iake his n:1rue a WOI.a of honor, lnake hÜn feel you as a 
fence, 
Trust not even him too blind]v, build your faith 011 evidence. 
01 01 
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Brothers, ye have drain'd the chalice late replenish'd by 
defeat ; 
Unto brethren bear no malice, put the past beneath 

our 
feet; 
For the love of God, whose creatures Je see daily crucified, 
For Jour l11a1'ty1's, for your teachers, shun the selfish paths 
of pride. 


Then, by all our pure Ï1111nOl'tals, ye, true ch 3.111 pi on s., shall 
be blest, 
By St. Patrick and St Colun1b, by St. Erendan of the "\Yest, 
By St. l\Iolling and St. Bridget, and our Inyriad Ina1'tJT 
bands, 
And 
'our land shall be delivered, yea! delivered by your 
hands. 


SONNET-RETURN. 


I HAVE a sea-going spirit haunts IllY sleep, 
N at a sad spirit weariSOlne to follow, 
Less like a tenant of the 111Jstic deep 
Than the good fairy of the hazel hollo,v ; 
Fun often at the midwatch of the night 
I see departing in his silver bark 
This spirit, steering toward an Eastern light, 
Calling l11e to him from the 'Vestern dark. 
" Spirit 1" I ask, "say, whither bound away?" 
"Unto the old Hesperides I" he cries. 
"011, Spirit, take 111e in thy bark., I pray." 
" For thee I c
ulle," he joyfully replies; 
" Ex.ile! no longer shalt thou absent 1110nrl1, 
For I the Spirit ::tIn lien call-RETuRY." 
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DREAM JO URNEYS. 


I. 
SIGNALL'D by something in our dreams, 
The ship of night, swift-sided sleep, 
Glides out fron1 an these alien streams 
To waft us homeward o'er the deep. 


II. 
We lead two lives, estranged, apart, 
By day a life of toil and care, 
Till darkness conles with magic art, 
And bears us through the enchanted air. 


III. 


How oft have I not heard the swell 
Of Ocean on the farther shore! 
Heard Skellig-:\Iichael's holy bell, 
Or Cleena's warning oft' Glanùore! 


IV. 


Rising afar irom Arva's lake 
Have I not heard the wild swan's call ? 
Or l)aused, a wayside vow to make, 
By Saint Dachonna's ,vaterfall ? 


V. 
Before the dawn, when no star shined, 
Have I not knelt on Tara hill, 
And felt my bosom glaù to find · 
The Stone of Empire II standing still ? 
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VI. 
The sacred strand our fathers' feet 
Have often trod, I nightly view, 
The island of the Saint's retreat, 
Amid the mountains of Tirhugh. 


VII. 


The fielù of fame, the minstrel's grave, 
Though sad, rejoicingly I trace; 
From Ara to the Iccian 12 wave, 
I gather relics of the race. 


VIII. 


Thus borne on wings of woven dreams, 
The ship of night, swift-siùed sleep, 
Finds us along those alien streams, 
And wafts us homeward o'er the deep. 


NATIVE HILLS. 


I KNOW, I know each storied steep 
Throughouttheland-- 
'Yhere winds enchanted, love-lock'd sleep, 
'Yhere teem the torrents grand- 
For them I pine, for them I weep, 
An outcast man, and bann'd. 


I see tll' assm:nbled bards of old 
On those grand hills- 
Their music o'er the upland fold 
Like dew distills, 
Or flashes downward bright and bold, 
As cave-born rills. 
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Content, my soul! in vain JOu long 
To breathe that air 
Sweet with the loving breath of song, 
Felt everywhere,- 
For man is weak, and 
"ate is strong, 
N at there! not there! 


TIJ1E'S TEACHINGS. 


I. 


TIME bears a scythe around the earth, 
An hour-glass noting death and birth, 
A pouch for proverbs by his side, 
And scatters broadcast, fa.r and wide, 
Truths that in manly breasts should 'bide, 
To light and lead them- 
Truths to the shepherd-kings once told- 
Truths flowing from the hills of old, 
And good for Inen to feel, though cold- 
And much we need them! 


II. 


Time singeth gayly night and morn, 
" The longest lane must have a turn :" 
And who knows lanes like Father Time- 
A travelling man since Adam's prime, 
In every age, through every clime, 
By moon and sun? 
l\Iy brothers, lay this" must" to heart- 
The goal, tbough distant fl'Olll the start, 
To struggle for is true man's part, 
Till all is Wall. 
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III. 


Time chanteth gravely night and day, 
" GaLl never shuts, but He makes a ,vay ;" 
And Time is God's own luessenger, 
His herald and avenger here- 
He files the chain and dries the tcar- 
Rears tomb and shrine. 
And, brethren, shall we doubt it-we! 
That 110 road leads to Liberty 
Save by dungeon vault, and gory tree, 
And battle line? 


IT. 


Time hath sung now, even as he pass'd, 
u 11eckoning delay'd will CaIne at last ;" 
And, as he sung this holy strain, 
I saw the island once again 
Expanded under seas of grain, 
Aud saw it fall as thick as rain 
'Fore yeomen hol<1 ; 
Aud cities, girding roun<1 the land, 
..A_nd nlerchants crowding all the strand, 
And Peace at Plenty's fulll'ight hand 
Upon her throne. 


ANO TIlER YEAR. 


I. 


A
OTHER year for young and old, 
For East and \Yest, is flown forever! 
The tatter'd n1Ïller counts bis gold 
Beside the ycllo,v Y nba ri vcr; 
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The senate of our nation bows 
Before a Tartar idol brazen ; 
,And lovers in their Christm:ts vows 
Declare contempt of time and season. 


II. 
Europe looms darkly into day, 
Save where one sudden gleam enlightens 
And rolls froln France the fogs a'vay, 
And Order's horizon no,v brightens. 
The Sultan in his sage divan 
Smiles at our clam'rous 'Vestern frenzy 
That styles I\::ossuth "the cOIning man," 
An d glorifies the new Rienzi ! 


III. 
The Vaderland is all a dream, 
And to our N ew Year nothing germane; 
The Scandinavian Bund-a scheIne 
To stir the bile of Baltic mermen; 
The Danube rolls in headlong haste 
From Austria's arm'd, troubled border, 
And moans along the Hungarian waste- 
A desert through the ,vreck of Order. 


IV. 
The Cossack trains his horse find lance, 
Smiled on by the approving Russian, 
And, longing, asks the road to France, 
And counts the spoil of Pole and Russian; 
The Tuscan, proud of Dante's tongue, 
Yet thinks the Savoyard his foeman, 
'Vhile mines by secret murder sprung, 
Explode the heroic name of Roman! 
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v. 
Our race-the Celtic race-reIllains- 
LÜnbs of a life once so gigantic!- 
Proscribed upon their native plains, 
Far-parted by the deep Atlantic! 
But heaven for us has stars and saints, 
And earth a creed, a need, a mission; 
Then let us hush our weak con1plaints, 
And mend, like men, our o,vn condition. 


VI. 


By Emmet's death, O'Connell's life, 
And Sn1Ïth O'Brien's pure endeavor, 
Let's quench the kindling stuff of strife, 
And stifle Faction's voice forever. 
Sons of the brave! shall we descend 
To spend our souls in parish quarrels; 
Have we no altars to defend, 
No breach to breast in search of laurels? 


VlI. 


God in His goodness gives us strength, 
And tÏ1nc, and courage to recover ; 
Let us look forward now at length, 
And cease to live the poor past over. 
Let us fron1 shadowy griefs arise, 
Admit the sun-employ the season- 
Now and forever let's be wise, 
And leal to God, and led by Reason. 
NEW YEAR'S EVE, 1851. 
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AN INVITATIO]{ JVESTJVARD. 


I. 


YE are weary, 0 my people, of your warfare and your woes, 
In the island of your birthright every seed of sorrow grows; 
Hearken to me, come un to 111e, where your wearièd souls 
may rest 
And plull1e their ,vings in peace, in the forests of the 'Vest. 


II. 


This life-ah! what avails it by ,vhich shore .we may be led 
To the mounds where lie entrench'd all the army of the 
dead? 
In the Valley of All Souls, when the Lord of judgment 
comes, 
The Cross shall be our banner, our country all the tombs. 


III. 


Is it wise to waste the present in a future of the brain? 
Is it wise to cling and wither under l\Iammon's deadly reign? 
If the spirit of the toiler is by daily bate oppress'd, 
How shall he pray to Heaven, as we do in the West? 


IV. 


It grieves ll1Y soul to say it-to say to you, Arise! 
To follow ,vhere the evening star sings vespers down the 
skies ; 
It grieves my soul to call you from the land you love the 
best- 
But I love Freedom better, and her home is now the 'Vest. 
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v. 
Then, children of Milesius, from your house of death arise, 
And follow where the evening star sings vespers to the 
skies ; 
Though it grieve your souls to part from the land you love 
the best, 
Fair Freedol11 will console yon in the forests of the West. 
Os LAKE ERIE, Septcmbtr, 1852. 


o · D 0 .J.:V }..T ELL 0 F SPA IN. 


I. 
LET it be told in Donegal, 
Above the waves on Swilly's shore, 
To Assaroe's hush'd watel'fall, 
To ,vreck'd Kilbarron's ruin hoar, 
That in the Fatherland, Old Spa.in, 
The race of Conal rules again. 


II. 
Bid those ,vho doubt the force of blood, 
The mean philosophers of pride, 
Account for how this hidden flood 
Rises their dicluln to deride! 
Show them ""here, spurning every chain, 
The race of Conal rules again. 


III. 
Ten ages of the life of man 
Have pass'd o'er earth since that dark day 
'V'hen, under Jalnes Fitz-James's ban, 
Tyrconnel's chieftains sail'd away. 
That gall('y might, in after years, 
Have sail'd in widow'd Erin's tears. 
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IV. 
Ten ages! but tbe heap'd up 'voes 
Of confiscation, exile-all 
Could never quench the blood of those 
'Vhose sires ,vere chiefs in Donegal. 
Thy hatred, Albion, raged in vain- 
The slain of Erin rise in Spain! 


v. 
Let it be told from l\Ialin's ,vaves 
To Lough Derg's penitential strand, 
'Yhisper it o'er the ancient graves- 
O'Donnell rules his Fatherland! 
Tell it till every trampled hind 
Can hear Hope's voice in every wind. 


VI. 
And thou, Lucena! fortune's son, 
Rest not too long upon thy blade, 
The smaller victory is won, 
The greater may be yet essay'd! 
An hour nlay come, shall COllie, if thou 
Art ,vorthy so to bind thy brow! 


1YISHES. 


I. 
THOUGH there the damp fronl ocean's moat 
Hangs thick and gray o'er town and hill, 
And sudden storms drive bark and boat 
Helpless before their furious ,viII, 
Yet would I be 
To-day with thee, 
l\ly own dear native land! 
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II. 
Though here the sky of freedolll pours 
Its golden blaze incessant down, 
And In en wield their own sov'reign powers, 
Unawed by any monarch's frown, 
Yet would I be 
To-day ,vith thee, 
l\Iy own dear native land! 


III. 
For ,vhat is we[tlth, when hearts are sad? 
And 'what can exile's freedom be ?- 
The fn:
eelom of the harmless Iliad, 
A pitied, poor inanity. 
Ah! I would be 
To-day with thee, 
l\Iy own dear native land! 


IV. 


There is no home, the wide ,vorlel o'er, 
Like Ireland to the Irishman ; 
Absence, through all, we Inust deplore, 
And pine beneath the exile's ban. 
AL! I would be 
To-day with thee, 
l\Iy own dear native land! 


SO.1.VG OF TIlE SURPLUS. 


I. 
THE oak-trees w.aye around the hall, 
The dock an d thistle own the lea, 
The hunter has his air-tight stall, 
But there's no place for such as me ; 
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The rabbit burrows in the hill, 
The fox is scarce begrudged his den, 
The cattle crop the pasture still, 
But our masters haye " no 1'oon1 for men." 


II. 


Each thing that lives may liye in peace- 
The browsing beast and bird of air ; 
No torturers are train'd for these, 
'Vhile man's life is a long despair. 
The Lady Laura's eyes are wet 
If her dog dies beneath her feet ; 
It has its burial rites-and yet 
Our hUlnan griefs no n1ercy meet. 


III. 


"Tell may'st thou ask, 0 Preacher true, 
Of manly sense and fearless tongue- 
Like Israel's prophet, wen may you 
Exclaim, "How long, 0 Lord! how long ?" 
How long lllay Fraud, and Pride, and Power 
Conspire to slay the iml110rtal soul? 
How long shall Ireland groan and cower 
Beneath this thrice-accursed control? 


IV. 


'Vhell shall we see free hOItles abound, 
And meet by street, and bridge, and stile, 
The freelnan's lifted brow un bow' d, 
As free from guilt, as free from guile? 
The song of peace, the lUlIn of toil 
"""ill flow along our rivers when? 
\Vhen none within our native isle 
Shall say, we have c' no 1'00111 for men." 
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JIIDSU.Jl!tfER, 1851. 


I. 
'VHY standeth the laborer in the way, ,vith sunken eyes and 
dim? 
Is there no ,york, is there no hope, is there no help for hin1 '? 
'VhY rusteth the s,vift, bright sickle that swept down Saxon 
gr:lll1, 
Stuck in a patch of ragged thatch that kee-peth not out the 
I'ain ? 


II. 


'Vhy lieth the plough on the headland, ,vith broken stilt and 
tusk? 
'Vhy gapeth the sun-dried furrow from gL'aJT dawn unto dusk? 
'Yhy cometh no singing sower, scattering song and seed, 
Where the field-mouse rangeth fat and free amid his groves 
of weed? 


III. 


There ,vas no earthquake in the land-the ocean swept not 
here- 
Since ,ve beheld the grateful soil enrich the waning year; 
The kind clouds ill the west are throng, and hither bring 
their rain- 
Now, ,vhy is the laborer lost for work, and the land disrobed 
of grain? 


IV. 
Ask not the peasant nor the priest-ask not the papers 
why- 
Why would you shame the 11lanly cheek, or fill the feeling 
eye- 
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TIut go to the gate of \Vindsor, and ask its lady gay 
\Vhy her Irish farm has gone to waste, and its farmers gone 
to clay. 


v. 


All! if the sceptre had a soul, if conscience topp'd the 
crOWD, 
\Ye soon would have the truth made plain in country and in 
town- 
Plain as the anciént mountains-plain as the girdling sea,- 
That in the laws lie all the cause of Ireland's n1Ïsery. 


VI. 


You, Irish farmers, whose thin ranks are broken and dis- 
n1ay'ù, , 
You kllO'V what spoil is made of toil, how an this woe is 
nlade ; 
The Lady of 'Vindsor little thinks how you have rack'd and 
wrouo-ht 
o 
Your bones and brains to foster an that thus has gone to 
nought. 


VII. 


Little she knows that round her stand a gang of thievish 
earls, 
"\Yhose founts are fed, whose wines are cool'd with tears of 
humble churls ; 
Little she knows that to their gods of Rank and Fashion rise 
Daily a litany of groans, and a human sacrifice! 


VIII. 


The plough will rot, the furrow gape, the work(;l' wait in 


vaIn, 
Till Law and Labor, side by side, shall grapple Pride again. 
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011, Lady of "\Vindsor, think betimes that even the strongest 
throne 
l\Iay not withstand the just demand of Labor for" his own." 


IX. 


"\Ye ask no shares of Indian wealth, no spoils of Eastern 
shores ; 
!{affir and Dyak still, for us, may heap and bide their st.ores ; 
'Ye ask not London's pride and pomp, nor Yorkshire's iron 
arms- " 
'Ye ask the law to guard and judge the farmers on their 
farms. 


X. 


The robber knights are all around; from every castle-top 
They stretch their necks, a-hungering after the poor nlan's 
crop : 
'Ye ask that Justice have her seat amid the upstack'd corn, 
That all he sowed and nursed may not from Labor's grasp 
be torn. 


XI. 


Is this too much? Is this a crime? Let men and angels 
judge. 
Hark to the lords' hired advocate, but hear us for the drudge; 
Between our causes let the state in la,yfulness preside, 
And we will gladly take the share a warded to our siùe. 


XII. 


Hear us and judge, while yet on earth our fiery race remain; 
"Too late" can never be unsaiù, nor ever said in vain. 
To the far 'Vest-to God's own court-already hosts are 
fled ;- 
Oh hear and save the living left, ere again "too lat
" be 
saiù ! 
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LORD GL-GALL'S DREAlJI. 


" A dream which was not all a dream." 


I. 
LORD GL-GALL slept in "the House" last night, 
'Vhen a tenible vision oppress'd his sight; 
'Twas 'not of lnclunbor'd Estates ('tis said), 
Nor the Durham Bull, nor the hat so red- 
But be drearnt that a balance he saw in air, 
Above the broad Curragh of famed li.ildare- 
That God and the landlords both were there. 


II. 
He heard the recording angel call 
The titled crÏ111inals one and all, 
And the witnesses to testify- 
And he heard the four far winds reply; 
And myriads heap'd on myriads throng 
From unnumber'd graves to denounce the wrong, 
And with their sins to confront the strong! 


III. 
His lordship scarce could tell for fear, 
Of every name that met his ear; 
But he saw that the archangel took 
Note of them all in his blackest book- 
Fr01l1 Farney S01l1e, and from Skibbereen, 
From 'Vest and East and the lands between, 
Such a skeleton tryst has never been seen. 


IV. 
He heard how Sir George gave the widow's mite 
As instalment to a sybarite- 
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He heard how Lord Dick his fox-hounds fed 
'Vith ten starved cottiers' daily bread- 
Anon, he trembled to hear his own 
Name, named in the angel's sternest tone, 
And thereat, upstarted he with a groan. 


v. 
Sadly he paces his silent hall, 
Still muttering over the nalne Gl-Gall- 
And penitent thoughts depress bis head, 
But the grave will not give up its dead. 
Far, far away from their native SuiI' 
Are scatter'd the bones of the exiled poor, 
But the angel has note of them all, be sure! 
LOXDON. 


RISE AND GO. 


I. 
IN the valle)"s of New England, 
Are you happy, we would know? 
Are you welcome, are you trusted? 
Are you not ?- Then, RISE AND GO ! 


II. 
Ye are toiling, toiling ever, 
Toss'd like sea-waves to and fro; 
Up at sunrise, up at sunset, 
Still detested-RISE A
D GO. 


III. 
You are Inerry o'er your infants, 
Yet you trelnble as they grow; 
'Tis the land lllakes them your masters, 
Hapless land !-AnTsE AXD GO. 
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IV. 
As ye act, or as ye falter, 
'Ye ,vill deem ye men or no ; 
For the homestead, for the altar, 
Take advice-ARIsE AND GO ! 


TR Y AGAIN. 


I. 


WHEN the equinoctial blast 
Tears the canvas from the mast, 
Does the sailor stand aghast 
To complain? 
Nay; rather through the storm 
You can mark his manly form- 
Try again. 


II. 


'Yhen the night-clouds overtake 
The hunter in the brake, 
'Vhere the wild wolf and snake 
Have domain, 
Does he fling him down to weep, 
Like a sluggard in his sleep, 
Or, with fearless heart and leap, 
Try again ? 


III. 


If friends or fate should prove 
An overn1atch for love, 
And ,"ye vainly try to n10ve 
Their disdain, 
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Oh! who would then lie down, 
Though friends or fate should frown- 
'Vho would not, for his own, 
Try again ? 


IV. 


And when our land we see 
Still sighing to be free- 
'Vhen we should teach her-we! 
How to gain 
Her rights, and rise sublime 
From the torture-bed of time, 
'Vhy not ring upon the chime- 
Try again? 


V. 


Try again, thou fallen land, 
'Vith united heart and hand- 
Try with rifle and with brand, 
Though blood rain! 
Try for the sacred sod 
That valiant n1en once trod; 
In the holy name of God, 
Try again! try again! 


A PROFESSION. 


I. 


I'VE thought and toil'd from boyhood's days, 
Not for gain, nor rank, nor glory, 
But to gather a few Hibernian bays, 
A nd to master onr island story. 
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When friends grew cold, and the very sky 
Seenl'd darkly to deny me, 
I pray' d for aid, and, from on high, 
The patriot's star drew nigh me. 


II. 


All nought to 111e is ponlp and wealth, 
And the multitude's hoarse praises- 
Give 111e, 0 God! but life and health, 
And the lofty thought that raises; 
Give me the power to weave a wreath- 
An evergreen rustic garland, 
'Vhich, when my exile ends in death, 
l\Iay be kept for me in a far land. 


III. 


Or, if I ask what is denied 
Save to the elect immortal, 
If I Il1ay not merit a niche inside, 
Let me lodge without in the portal; 
Let me be lay-brother to the bards, 
The l\Iuse's life-apprentice- 
I'll envy not their high awards 
'Vhile I am amanuensis. 


IV. 


I've thought and toil'd from boyhood's days, 
Not for gain, nor rank, nor glory, 
But to gather a few Hibernian bays, 
And to master our island story. 
'Vhen friends grew cold, and the very sky 
Seem'd darkly to deny me, 
I pray'd for aid, and, from on high, 
The patriot star drew nigh me. 
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A

[ I REJI EJ.
I B ER'D. 


I. 


A.M I remembcr'd in Erin- 
I charge you, speak me true- 
Has my name a sound, a meaning 
In the scenes my boyhood knew? 
Does the heart of the l\Iother ever 
Recall her exile's name? 
For to be forgot in Erin, 
And on earth, is all the same. 


11. 


o l\Iother! 
Iother Erin! 
l\Iany S011S your age hath seen- 
1\Iany gifted, constant lovers 
Since your lnantle first was green. 
Then how 111ay I hope to cherish 
The dream that I could be 
In your crowded memory nUlllber'd 
'Vith that palm-crown'd companie? 


III. 


Yet faint and far, 111Y l\Iother, 
As the hope shines on nlY sight, 
I cannot choose but watch it 
Till my eyes have lost their light; 
For never alnong your brightest, 
And neyer alIlong your best, 
'\Yas heart more true to Erin 
Than beats within IllY breast. 
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A FRA G.J.
IE.lvT. 


I. 


I WOULD not die with my work undone, 
1\'Iy quest unfound, my goal unwon, 
Though life were a load of lead; 
Ah! rather I'd bear it, day on day, 
Till bone and blood were 'worn away, 
And Hope in Faith's lap lay dead. 


II. 
I dream'd a dream ,,-hen the ,voods were green, 
And my April heart made an April scene, 
In the far, far distant land, 
That even I might son1etbing do 
That should keep my memory for the true, 
. And Iny name from the spoiler's hand. 


FREEDOllf'S JO URNEY. 


I. 


FREEDOl\'[! a nursling of the North, 
Rock'd in the arms of stormy pines, 
On fond adventure ,vanc1er'd forth 
'Yhere south the sun superbly shines; 
The prospect shone so bright and fair, 
She dreamt her home was there, was there. 


II. 


She lodged 'neath nlany a gilded roof, 
They gave her praise in Ina!)y a hall, 
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Their kindness check'd the free reproof, 
Her heart dictated to let fall ; 
She heard the N egro'
 helpless prnyer, 
And felt her home could not be there. 


III. 


She sought tbt'ough rich savannas green, 
And in the proud palmetto grove, 
But where her altar should have been 
She found nor liberty nor love; 
A cloud came o'er her forhead fair, 
She found no shrine to Freedom there. 


IV. 


Back to her native scenes she turn'd, 
Back to the hardy, kindly North, 
'Yhere bright aloft the pole-star burn'd, 
'Vhere stood her shrine by every hearth; 
" Back to the :K orth I will repair," 
The godùess cried; "IllY home is there I" 


AL Olr
G TIlE LINE. 
A. D. 1812. 


I. 
STEADY be your beacon's blaze 
Along the line! along the line! 
Freely sing dear Freedoln's praise 
Along the line! along the line! 
Let the only sword you draw 
Bear the legend of the law, 
'Yield it less to strike than awe 
A lülJg the line! along the line I 
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II. 


Let them rail against the North* 
Beyond the line! beyond the line! 
'Yhen it sends its heroes forth 
Along the line! along the line! 
On the field or in the camp 
They shall tremble at your tramp, 
l\len of the old Norman stamp, 
Along the line! along the line! 


Ill. 


'Vealth and pride may rear their crests, 
Beyond the line! . beyond the line! 
They bring no terror to our breasts, 
Along the line! along the line! 
''"'' e have never bought or seld 
Afric's sons with lVlexic's gold, 
Conscience arms the free and bold, 
Along the line! along the line ! 


IV. 


Steadfast stand, and sleepless ward, 
Along the line! along the line! 
Great the treasures that you guard 
Along the line! along the line 1 
By the babes ,,,hose sons shall be 
Crown'd in far futurity 
"'\th the laurels of the free, 
Stand your guard along the line! 


'" It is unnecessary to say that these verses were written after the author's 
removal to Canada.-ED. 
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ARJI A?VD RiSE! 


I. 
ARM and rise! no more repInIng. 
See, the glorious sun is shining- 
'Yhat a world that sun beholds, 
\"nite ships glancing o'er the ocean, 
All earth's tides, too, in swift motion, 
Pouring onward to their goals. 


II. 
'Tis no life for sighing, dreaming- 
Read the riddle-full of meaning- 
'V ritten on your own broad palm; 
For this needs no gipsy guesses, 
Here the line that curses, blesses- 
Say, I shall be-say, I am! 


III. 
You have borne the parting trial- 
Dare the rest; let no denial 
Daunt your hope at Fortune's door; 
See, a new world waits your wooing, 
Courage is the soul of sueing- 
All things yield the brave before. 


IY. 


One tear to the recollections 
Of our happy young affections, 
One prayer for the ancestral dead, 
Then right on; the sun is shining, 
No more doubting or l'epining, 
Firul's the path on which we tread. 
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V. 


In the forest stands the castle, 
Silent, gloomy, bell nor wassail 
Echoes through its sable halls; 
Night and Chaos guard its portalR, 
They shall bow even to us Illortals- 
Strike! and down their standard fal1s. 


VI. 


On the round Canadian cedars 
Legends high await but readers- 
From the oaks charm'd shields depend; 
Strike! thou true and only champion, 
Lord of the first land you camp on! 
Strike! and win your crown, my friend! 


VII. 


Crowns-ay, golden, jewel'd, glorious- 
Hang in reach before and o'er us- 
Soyereign nlanhood's lawful prize j' 
He who bears a founder's spirit 
To the forest, shall inherit 
All its rights and royalties. 


A1Y I.lvTER.lVATIO.lYAL SO...VG. 


CHOUus.-Conlrades! awhile suspend your glee, 
And fill your glasses solemnly- 
I give the Brave l\Ian's l\Ienlory. 


I. 


There is one BrotherhooJ on earth, 
'Vhereto brave men belong by birth, 
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And he who will not honor one, 
'Yherever found, himself is none- 
Comrades! awhile, etc. 


IT. 


Where'er they fought, howe'er they fell, 
The question is-\Vas't ill or well; 
Victors or vanquish'd, did they stand 
True to the flag they had in hand? 
Comrades! awhile, etc. 


III. 


'Vhat! shall we, then, at 'Yaterloo 
Deny to either honor due? 
Belie the hero of the day, 
Or grudge the fame of gallal1 t N ey ? 
COluradeSJ! awhile, etc. 


IY. 


Who looks on Abnun's storied plain 
l\Iay honor most one hero'
 nallle ; 
But we conjure to-night the three- 
Here's "\V olfe, l\Iontcalm, 
Iontgolnery ! 
Comrades! awhile, etc. 
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TIlE IIARP OF KI1VG BRIAN. 


I. 
l\IuTE harp of I{ing Brian, what bard of these days 
Shall give to thy cold chords the spirit of song? 
'Vho shall win thee to gladness, or tune thee to praise, 
Or rouse thee to c01l1bat with faction and wrong? 
Cold, cold is the hand of the Blaster who first 
In the ha1]s of }{illkora thy l1lelody woke, 
'Yhen the pæan oÎ conquest trilUllphantly burst, 
As the soul of the land pass'd frol11 under the yoke! 


II. 
Re sat by the Shannon, well worthy to hear 
The strains he gaye forth, swift and strong as its tide; 
And his hand, long familiar 1vith falchion and spear, 
Clung to thee in grief, and caress'd thee with pride! 
Long, long will his clanslnen remenlber the strain- 
Now sinking in sorro,v, no,v Iuac1d'nil1g to rage- 
Re sang in the nlorning ,yhen l\Iahon was slain, 
..A.nd went forth the war of his vengeance to wage. 


III. 
N or less dear to their hearts was the king when the cloud 
Of warfare had brokcn and lllélteJ away, 
"\Yhen, ul1arIll'd and rctired froln the worshipping crowd, 
Re drew froI11 the chords Loye'f:) own cxquisite lay. 
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In battle he bore thee aloft on his shield, 
In peace, too, 
he hosts of thy lovers he led; 
If his glory shone first on the war-cover'd field, 
FaIlle's Inello,y'd light on ICincora was sbed! 


IV. 



Iute harp of ICing Brian! TÜne's sceptre has pass'd 
O'er the high homes of Erin, and conquer'd theln all; 
Adare's royal oak has gone down in the blast, 
And t.he cattle are housed in ICinkora's old hall. 
But the llluse that hangs over thy tin1e-stricken falne 
l\Iay console thee that yet there are left in the land 
Bards as leal to thy lord, find as proud of his fanle 
As any that ever took gifts frolll his hand! 


'V. 


Yes! the hero 111ay sleep and his grave be unknown, 
And Annagh, the fallen, nlfty blush at his praise- 
No need hath H:ing TIrian of shrine or of stone 
To live in the hearts of the bards of these days. 
l\Iute relic of ages! if haply thy strains 
Still visit the nlaster who first gave thee birth, 
Say bis llalne is revered with the holiest nalnes 
That ever won honor and worship on earth! 


A.LY I.N VO CA T I01V. 


I. 


SorL of my race! Soul eternal! 
That liveth through evil and tÍlne- 
That twÍlleth still laurels all vernal, 
.As if laurels could once more be thine! 
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Oh hear l11e, oh cheer nIP, be near Ine, 
011 guide IDe or chide me alway, 
But do not :fly fronl 111e or fear me- 
I'm all clay when thou, Soul, art away. 


II. 


l\ly mother died young; I inherit 
For thee all her loye aud my own; 
Oft I heard in thy fields her dead spirit 
Sing thy songs with Eternity's tone. 
Friends fled, years have sped, hopes are c1ead- 
Fruitless tasks, restless age leadeth on- 
But thy snlile, free of guile, hope can shed 
On the future, from years that are gone! 


III. 


Soul of my race! Soul eternal! 
"\Yho passeth o'er ocean and earth- 
"\Vith thy new woven garlands so vernal, 
To sit at thy true lover's hearth- 
011 hear IDe, oh cheer me, be near me, 
Oh guide Hie or chide me alway, 
But do not fly from me or fear me- 
I'm all clay when thou, Soul, art away. 


ADDRESS TO JIILESIUS. 


I. 
"F ATHER 
IILESIUS! in the world where dwell 
All spirits once of earth, each one in place, 
If earthward gazing, can you trace or tell 
The future that awaits your baffled race? 
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II. 


" Are we to pass cr perish ill this sea 
Of sorrow coldly cOlnpassing us round? 
Or are we still in bonds and woe to be 
Saddest of men on earth that nlay be found? 


III. 
"Indian, Etrusc
in, Israe1ite are gone 
Out of the world like water down a steep; 
l\lan nlight deny them, but that sculptureJ. stone 
And brazen chronicle the record keep. 


IV. 


{( Lost science, unknown armor, nlassive piles, 
In which the dwarfish Present stands aghast- 
Ruins of cities spread o'er lnournful nÜles 
Tell of the heirless races of the Past. 


v. 


"Lost! lost to earth! it is the body's lot 
To be secreted in its kindred clay: 
Father l\Iilesius! Inust we come to nought? 
l\Iust Illuisfail be blotted out for aye ?" 


J[ I L E .1 D Il- ESP .1 G N E. 13 


I. 


SPOKE l\Iilesius ere he died- 
" Here, lny children, do not 'bide; 
Right fruitful is the land of Spain, 
But here you 111ay no l110re renutÎn. 
'Tis written that your 110111e shall be 
An island farthest in the sea: 
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There sea-n10nsters freely feed, 
There the eagles In ate and breed; 
There the sacred oak is born- 
Thence it looketh forth ,vith scorn 
On the tmnpest-trodden waves, 
Crouching in their shelter'd eft Yes. 
'Yhere the pathless forests stand 
Interlock'd arounù the land, 
'Vhere the ocean vapors thicken, 
There your warlike seed shaH quicken- 
There shall be the abiding-place 
Of your broad and branching race." 


II. 
Death has closed the Patriarch's eyes, 
Closed his ears to Scotia's cries ; 
Still the heart and cold the brain 
'Yhere thoughts grew thick as sun1n1er grain; 
l\Iute the lips whose eloquence 
l\IingIed wit, and faith, and sense; 
Nerveless now the ann of rnight 
That thullder'd through the storIny fight. 
'Yelllnay there be bitter grief 
For thy loss, 0 Inatchless chief! 
'Yell lllay they in silence mOUI"n 
The lnan of men beyond the bourne ; 
'Yell may flow fond WOl1lan'S tears 
For hinl who loved thenl all his :years; 
Sad and dark the day they made 
His grave in the GaHician shaùe. 
Clanua-l\lileaùh nlay have lllany 
Arms of oak and lips of hone:y, 
But, until their last great ulan, 
His like they shaH not look UpOD. 
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III. 
Thick and dense the April rain 
Falls upon the o'erclouded plain, 
But the Slln shines out anon, 
And the sudden shower is gone; 
Likewise passeth human grief, 
Though the lost one be the chief! 
Pass'd the sad l\Iilesian shower 
That fell around Betanzo's tower, 
And in its halls, and in its ships, 
The last words on the Patriarch's lips- 
About a land far in the sea, 
Destined their fertile h0111e to be- 
'Vas all that that ad ven turous host 
Rmnenlber'd of the chief they lost. 


.AJIERG LV'S AJ.VTIIE.JI O
V DISCO VERLVG LV;.VISFAIL.14 


I. 
BEHOLD! behold the prize 
'Yhich westward yonder lies! 
Doth it not blinJ your eyes 
Like the sun ? 
By vigil through the night, 
By valor in the fight, 
By learning to unite 
'T Inay be won! 't may be won! 
By learning to unite, 't luay be won! 


II. 
Of this, in Scythian vales, 
Seers told prophetic tales, 
Until our I
ather's sails 
Quick nprose ; 
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But the gods did him detain 
In the generous land of Spain, 
'Vhere in peace his bones relnain 
\Vith his foes, with his foes- 
\Yhere in peace his bones remain with his foes. 


III. 


Sad Scotia! mother dear! 
Cease to shed the mournful tear- 
Behold the hour draws near 
He foretold ; 
And, ye n1en, with one accord, 
Drop the oar and draw' the sword, 
For he only shall be lord 
\Vho is bold, who is bold- 
He ouly shall be lord ,vho is bold! 


IV. 


They Inay shroud it up in gloom 
Like a spirit in the tOInb, 
But we hear the voice of doom 
As it cries; 
Let the cerenlents be burst, 
And froIn thy bonds accursed, 
Isle of isles, the fairest, first, 
Arise! arise! 
Isle of isles, the fairest, first, arise! 


v. 


Couch the oar and strike the sail, 
Ye warriors of the Gael! 
Draw the sword for Il1nisfail! 
Dash aHhore! 
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'Yith such a prize to gain, 
'Yho woulù sail the seas again! 
Il1uisfail shall be our Spain 
Evern10re! evermore! 
Innisfail shall be our Spain evermore! 


TIlE CEL TS. 


LO
G, long ago, beyond the misty space 
Of twice a thousand years, 
In Erin old there dwelt a mighty race, 
Taller than Roman spears ; 
Like oaks and towers, they had a giant grace, 
'Vere fleet as deers, 
'Yith winds and wave they made their 'biding-place" 
These 'Vestern shepherd-seers. 


Their ocean-god was l\Iâl1-â-nân,J5 l\l'Lir, 
'Yhose angry lips, 
In their white foanl, full often ,vould inter 
'Vhole fleets of ships ; 
Cromah, I
 their day-god and their thunderer, 
l\Iade morning and eclipse; 
Bride I7 ,vas their queen of song, and unto her 
They pray'd with fire-touch'd lips. 


Great were their deeds, their passions, and their sports; 
'Vith clay and stone 
They piled on strath and shore those mystic forts 
Not yet o'erthrown ; 
On cairn-crown'd hills they held their council-courts; 
'YIÚle youths alone, 
'Yith giant dogs, explored the elk resorts, 
And brought theln down. 
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Of these ,vas Finn, the father of the bard 
'Yhose ancient song 
O,-er the c1alllor of all change is heard, 
Sweet-voiced and strong. 
Finn once o'ertook Granu, the golden-hair'd, 
The fleet and young; 
From her the lovely, and from him the fear'd, 
The prinlal poet sprung. 


Ossian! two thousand years of mist and change 
Surround thy name- 
Thy Finian heroes now no longer range 
The hills of fame. 
The yery Harne of Finn and Gaul souud strange- 
Yet thine the SaIl1e- 
By Iniscall'd lake and desecrated grange- 
Remains 7 and shall remain! 


The Druid's altar and the Druid's creed 
'Ye scarce can trace, 
There is not left an undisputed deed 
Of all your race, 
Save your nUljestic song, which hath their speed, 
.A.neI strcngt.h and grace; 
In that sole song they live, and love, and bleed- 
It bears theIn on through space. 


Oh, inspired giant! shall we e'er behold 
In our own tin1e 
One fit to speak your spirit on the wold, 
Or seize your rhynle? 
One pupil of the past, as 111ighty soul'd 
As in the prÜne, 
'Vere the fond, fair, aIHl beautiful, and bold- 
They, of your song sublime! 
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THE GOBIIA..N SAER.18 


HE stepp'd a man out of the ways of men, 
And no one khew his sept, or rank, or name- 
Like a strong strealll far issuing fronl a glen 
From sonle source unexplored, the master came; 
Gossips there were who, wondrous keen of ken, 
Surmised that he should be a child of shame! 
Others declared hiIll of the Druids-then 
Through Patrick's labors fall'n fron1 power and fame. 


He lived apart wrapp'd up in 11lany plans- 
He ,voo'd not women, tasted not of wine- 
He shunn'd the sports and councils of the clans- 
Nor ever knelt at a frequented shrine. 
His orisons 'were old poetic 1'anns, 
'Yhich the new OlIaves demn'd an evil sign; 
To most he seenl'd one of those pagan l{hans 
''''hose nlJstic vigor knows no cold decline. 


He was the builder of the wondrous towers, 
'Yhich taU, and straight, and exquisitely round, 
Rise nlonUlllélltal round the isle once ours, 
Index.-like, lnarking spots of holy ground. 
In gloauling glens, in leafy lowland bowers, 
On rivers' banks, these Cloileachs old abound, 
'Vb ere Art, enraptured, meditates long hours, 
And Science flutters like a bird speH-bound! 


La! wheresoe'er these pillar-towers aspire, 
Heroes and holy Inen repose below- 
The bones of SOUle glean'd frol11 the pagan pyre, 
Others in armor lie, as for a foe: 
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It was the n1Ïghty 1\Iaster's life-desire 
To chronicle his great ancestors so ; 
'Vhat holier duty, what achievenlent higher 
Remains to us than this be thus doth show? 


Yet he, the builder, died an unknown death; 
His labor done, no man beheld binl more; 
'Twas thought his body faded like a breath, 
Or, like a sea-mist, floated off Life's shore. 
Doubt overhangs his fate, and faith, and birth; 
His works alone attest his life and lore; 
They al:e the only witnesses he hath-- 
All else Egyptian darkness covers o'er. 


1\1en call'd hin1 Gobhan SaeI', and many a tale 
Yet lingers in the by-ways of the land 
Of how he cleft the rock, and down the vale 
Led the bright river, child-like, in his hand; 
Of bow on giant ships he spread great sail, 
Anc11nany nU1rvels else by him first plann'd: 
But though these legends fade, in IUl1isfail 
His nan1e and towers for centuries shall stand. 


ORIGIJ.V OF TIlE ISLE OF 111AN. 


OF all the Celtic gods, I envy nlost 
That son of Lir, 
'Yho droye his harness' cl L10lphins round our coast 
The live-long year, 
Follow'd by an uproarions, spouting host, 
Deafening to hear. 
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There 'vas no cove so land-shut or so cozy 
But l\lanan knew; 
No island e'er so nleado,vy or rosy 
Escaped his view; 
No river's lllouth or bed but his bold nose he 
'Vould poke into. 


Of the Atlantic reahn sole lord an
 lllaster, 
He yet controll'd 
Biscayan shores, where, charged deep ,vith disaster, 
His thunders roll'cl- 
The Baltic paid him amber tribute faster 
Than Jews take gold. 


Yet not content to be the sole sea-warden 
Beneath the sun, 
His heart, like ancient Pharaoh, he did harùen, 
(Or Hutchinson)- 
Seizing on l\lona for his" kitchen garden," 19 
S01l1e legends run. 


I sometimes doubt (though in some l\lanx-man's letters 
'Tis sOlnewhere said) 
That l\lanan, once mnbarrass'd, like his betters, 
By over-trade, 
A sanctuary for all future debtors 
This is\and lnade. 


It suits not with the hereditary story 
Of hinl or his 
To skulk the sheriff, or the deathless glory 
A SCrinll11age gives; 
Of the 
Ianx story, as I think the nlore, I 
Think less it is. 
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The gay god's better purpose is to be seen 
Beneath the soil, 
'Yhere wind the corridors from caves luarine 
For many a n1Île : 
Fron1 earliest day 'twas ordain'd-we must ,veen- 
A smuggling isle. 


And, certes, this usquebaugh is not at all bad, 
Excised or not- 
Here's to thee, 
Iananan! most genial old lad; 
No Pict or Scot 
Around this board but would hase sorrow'tl sore had 
You been forgot! 


IRELAJ..YD OF TIlE DR UIDS, 


I. 
A THOUSAXD years had seen the shore 
Of Erin by our raco possess'd, 
Since the l\Iilesian galleys bore 
Fron1 Spain into the unknown 'Yest. 
A thousand years, 
:nd every year 
A forest fell, :t clan arose, 
And "Scots of Ireland" far and near 20 
Had conquer'd fmne, and friends, and foes. 
'Yise laws by Olave eady framed, 
And Oglna's letters spread as wide 
As Scotia's blood, earth's hon1age claim'd, 
An h01l1age then by none denied. 


II. 


It ""as an island fair and bland, 
Lying within its blue sea-wall, 
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StilJ belted round with forests grand, 
Braving the stOrIl1Y ocean squall. 
The trapper by the mountain riU 
'Yatch'd for his prey with eager eye; 21 
The elk still walk'd his na ti ve bill 
In free and fearless majesty; 
The .A.sian arts as yet abode 
By river-ford and chief's domain; 
And Druids to their thundering god 
Gave thanks for seas of summer grain. 


III. 


"The Druids 1" sad, ll1ysterious word, 
'Yhence CaInes that ll1eaning unexpress'd 
'Vhich every Celtic pulse hath stirr'd, 
Rousing old thoughts in brain and breast? 
Dear was the nan1e to our first sires- 
Dear every synlbol of their line; 
A,ve-struck, they saw their altar-fires, 
And deeIn'd their 111ystic chants divine. 
O'er anger's heat the Druid's breath 
Pass'dlike the healing southern breeze, 
And warriors on the field af death 
Chan ted their odes ill ecstacies. 
Their artful creed was woven round 
The changeful year-for every hour 
A spirit and a sense they found, 
A cause of piety or power. 
On every rock that drinks the sprey, 
On every hill, in every ,,'ood, 
Unto great" Crom," the god of Jay,2! 
The Druid's mighty altar stood. 
The wrath of CroIn spoke in the storm, 
The blighted harvests felt his eye; 
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The cooling show'r, the sunshine warm 
Answer'd the Druid's plaintive cry. 
The flocks, the flow'rs, the babes unborn, 
The warrior's courage-all obey'd 
Those clements, whose love or scorn 
The Druid's prayer reilloved or Inade ! 
The crystal wells were spirit-springs, 
The 1110untain lakes were peopled under, 
Aud in the grass the fairy rings 
Excited rustic awe and wonder. 
Far do,vn beneath the western sea 
Their Paradise of Youth was laid; 23 
In every oak and hazel tree 
They saw a fair, Í1nmortalluaid! 
Such was the chain of hopes and fears 
That bound our sires a thousand years. 


IV. 
'Twas past: a foreign run10r ran 
Along the peopled eastern shore- 
A legend of a G-od and l\Ian, 
And of a Crown and Cross he bore. 
At first 'twas like a morning tale 
Told by a dreau1er, to a few, 
Till, year by year, an10ng the Gael 
1\lo1'e wiùe the circling story grew. 
A n1ingled web of false and true, 
'Twas pass'd about on every side; 
The when or where they scarcely knew, 
But all agreed He lived and died 
Far in the East, the Crucified. 


V. 
Trüxellers who had been long abroad, 
Retul'uing, shunn'd the l)uLlic sight, 
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To serve ('twas said) the U nkno\vn God, 
"'\Vith harp, and hymll, and harmless rite. 
One, bolder than the rest, essay'd 
To spread his creed on Leinster's shore, 
But, by a tunlult sore disll1ay'd, 
He fled, and ventured back no more. 
Palladius like a courier canle, 
And spoke and went-or, like St. John, 
To the broad desert breath'd the name 
Of the Expected, and was gone- 
Lea ying to every pagan seer 
The future full of doubt and fear. 


TIlE COJII
rG OF ST. PATRICK. 


I. 
IN Antrinl's nlountain solitude, 
Above the fabled northern sea, 
The pagan plain and Druid's wood, 
The Shepherd-Saint I dÜnly see. 24 
Young and a slave! he tends the flocks 
'Yhich spot the purpled heath around, 
And, 'Il1id the n1Ïsty topnlost rocks, 
A secret shrine fo.r prayer hath found. 


II. 
There, next to heaven, be rears his cross, 
And there at nlorn, at noon, and eve, 
Kneeling upon the dripping 1110SS, 
I see him pl'ay and hear him grieve. 
The exile nlourns his far-off home, 
The Christian hnrnLly prays for grace; 
And S0111etÏInes fronl his heart will cmne 
A sigh for Erin\; darkling race. 
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III. 


Seven years J watch'd hÏ111 work and pray, 
Trusting that still be might be fI'ee, 
Until, one bright auspicious day, 
I saw hinl seize his staff and flee. 
To Sligo-to the Loire-through Gaul- 
I saw him pass, 'till that dread hour 
"\Yhen "Victor" came, charged with his calJ, 
And moved hÜn ",-ith angelic power. 
Along the ulllbrageous Appenine, 
To 1101ne, his tottering feet I trace ; 
Lo! there the pon tiff, Celestine, 
Ordains the Apostle of our race. 25 


IV. 


After this pilgrinl-interval, 
Again the Shepherd-Teacher saw 
His Antrim highlands soaring tall 
Above the flock-enarnell'd shaw. 
Landed on the fanliliar shore, 
He seeks to save his ancient 101'<.1, 
But, rudely spurn'd fronl l\Iilcho's door,26 
Turneth his footsteps Tara-ward, 
Still scattering, as he goes, "the 'V ord." 


TIlE OAPTIVITY OF ST. PATRIOK. 


I. 


GATHER'D and l)erch'd the nlultitude 011 Howth's romantic 
rock, 
As thick as o'er tl
e fish-strewn strand the craving sea-birds 
flock- 



180 HISTORIOAL A
])rD LEGENDARY POEMS. 


On lofty peak, on jutting pier, on sea-wash'd shelving cliff, 
On anchor'd n1ast, and weedy wreck, and cautious coasting 
skiff. 
Fast beat their hearts as, frol11 the east, advancing one by 
one, 
Each well-known prince's galley swims, gilded by the sun; , 
And in their midst King NiaI's prow, a head above its peers, 
Arises, crown'd with captives, and glittering with spears- 
The captives of ArIllOrica, the spears that Slllote the foe 
'Yhere the swift Loire rolls back before the ocean's steadfast 
fl 0 'v. 


II. 
Cheer upon cheer, with endless peal, they send across the sea- 
The sailor's hail, the goat-herd's horn, the voice of boyish glee; 
And beauty's banner, flung abroad, streams downward to 
the wave, 
To welcome home the well-beloved, the fortunate, the brave. 
AJas! no shout responds that fleet, no thrilling trumpets 
clang- 
The echoes only answer'd to the welcolue as it rang. 
Slow, silent, as in sorrow, the galleys landward COllie, 
And every cheek has whiten'd, and every voice is dUlnb; 
Slow, silent, as in sorrow, the victors reach the shore, 
And then they raise the shriek of grief-" King Nial is no 
n10re 1" 


III. 
011! ,vhat were all the conquests to Erie when she lost 
The hero of her heart beloved, her guardian and her boast,. 
Sadly she left ungather'd spoils on Howth's forsaken strand, 
Ål1d, weeping, bore the body to Tara, through the land. 
The very captives of the sword forgot their bitter grief 
In this wild public sorrow for a father and a chief, 
A.n<1 oft, ,tith unused accents, repeated o'er and o'er 
The wild \,,"ords heard on every side-" I(ing 
ial is no l110re 1" 
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IV. 


Nay, there was one who stood a stone amid the fall of tears- 
Dark l\Iilcho, lord of Dalriad, grown old in sins and years, 
'Vhose love of war was meted by the treasures of the field, 
'Yho counted that alone well won which gave a golden yield. 
U111110Ved he stood; then gave cOlnluand unto his order'd 
men, 
And sought his hoarded treasures in Slien1Ísh guarded glen. 
'Vith hiIn go many captiyes, fair daughters of the Rhine, 
'Vhose feet shall ne'er be red again with juice of 
\.lsace vine; 
And one, a Christian youth, there is, the saddest of the train, 
'Vho grieyes to think he ne'er shall see the shores of France 


agaUl. 


v. 


The captive is a keeper of sheep on Antrin1's hills; 
The captive is a weeper by AntrÏ1n's icy rills; 
The captive is a mourner in the midhours of the night; 
The captive is a watcher for the con1Ïng of the light;- 
A watcher for IIi.'; con1Ïng who is the light of n1en, 
A 1110urner for the darkness that shaùows Slien1ish Glon- 
A weeper for the sins of youth, aforetÍ1ne ullconfess'd, 
A keeper of the passions that rush through boyhood's breast; 
The captive is a Shepherd, but his future flock shall be _ 
All the countless generations of that Garden of the Sea. 


ST. P A TRIOl('S DRE_IJ.lf.27 


I. 


POOR is the pal1et he drealns upon, 
In the holy city, Sa.int ßlartin's of Tours; 
Is it a LeaIH of the rl10rning sun 
Flushes that face so pale and pnre? 
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Is it the ray of a cloister lmnp? 
Is it some chalice jewel brigh t ? 
No! night and the cell are din1 and damp- 
Here is nor earthly nor astral light ! 


II 


Oh, such a dream I FroIll Foclut ,vooel, 
Near the sounding sea of an earlier day, 
Ten thousand voices, well understood, 
Spoke! and the sleeper heard them say: 
"Hear the Unborn I by the hand 
Of the angel Victor-swift is he! 
Oh, Patrick, far in thy Christian land, 
Erin's unborn ,ve send to thee I" 


III. 


And then he dreamt that Saint Victor stood 
By his pallet in that cell at Tours- 
And the cries were hush'd in Foclut wood; 
But the heavenly Inessenger, s,vift and sure, 
Presents the scroll that bore their prayer, 
In the speech of his exile fairly writ- 
And "Taking, the Saint beheld it there- 
. And these were the words he read frorn it : 


" Conle I holy one, long preordain'd, 
For i hee the swans of Lir are singing; 
COBle! frOIll the Illorning, Orient-stail1'd, 
Thy 
Iass-bell through our valleys ringing! 


" 
Ian of the hoodeù hosts: arise! 
Thysician, 10 lour souls lie dying- 
Hear del' the seas our piteous cries, 
On thee and on our God relying! 
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"00111e, powerful youth of Sliemish hill! 
Come, in the naU1e and n1Ïght of R0111e! 
00n1e with the psalnl that charms from ill- 
Cross-bearer! Christ-preparer! come." 


IV. 


The sleeper read! still doubts arose- 
Till to Aurora's torches red 
He held the scroll-repeating those 
'Vild suppliant words the Unborn said! 
He look'd ".here late the angel pass'd, 

lal1Y the big drops on his brow; 
His robe he girt, his staff he grasp'd, 
He only said, "In God's nan1e, Now!" 
MO
TREAL, February, 1868 


ST. P A TRICK'S FIRST CONYER TS.o 


I. 


1\loRN on the hills of Innisfail ! 
The anchor'd n1Ïsts make sudden sail, 
The sun has kiss'd the mountain gray, 
For ancient friends and fond are they! 


II. 


In the deep vale, where osiers verge 
The clear Lough Sheeling's gentle surge, 
Two royal sisters doff their dresses, 
And, binding up their night-black tresses, 
Fair as the spirits of the stroan1s, 
Or Dian's nYIllphs in poets' c1reams, 


'" The legend here vcrsified, almost literally, is one of the oldc
t episodes in 
Iri
h history. 
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They bathe thenl ill the lirnpid lake, 
And mock the lllin1]C stOrIn they lnake ! 


III. 


Scarce had their sandals clasp'd their feet, 
Scarce had they left their still retreat, 
Scarce had they turn'd their footsteps, when 
Strange psah110dy pervades the glen ; 
And full before them in the ,vay 
There stood an ancient man and gray, 
Chanting with fervent voice a prayer 
That trenlbled through the morning air. 


IY. 


He was 110 Druid of the ,vood, 
Arnl'd for the sacrifice of blood ; 
He ,vas no poet, vague and vain, 
Chanting to chiefs a fulsolne strain; 
His reverent years and thoughtful face 
Gave to his fornl the Patriarch's grace; 
His sacred song declared that he 
Shared in no gross idolatry! 


v. 
"'Yhere c1 wells your God ?" the sisters said; 
" ,\Yhere is His couch at evening spread? 
Sinks he with Croln into the sea, 
And rises frolll his bath as we 
Have done? Is it his voice we hear 
Thundering above the buried year? 
Or doth your God in spirit dwell 
Deep in the crystal, living well ? 
Or are the winds the steeds which bear 
His unseen chariot everywhere ?" 
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YI. 
The Saint replied, "011, nobly born! 
IIaply encounter'c1 here this IIlorn; 
You ask the only truth to know 
That Adanl's children need below; 
Your quest is God, like thenl of old 
'Yho founel the gravestone backward roll'd. 
Fronl where they left the Saviour cold." 


VII. 
l\Iildly to tell, the holy nlan 

rhe story of our faith began- 
Of Eve, of Christ, of Calvary, 
The lmlefnl and the healing tree; 
Of God's oUlnipotence and love, 
Of sons of earth, no,v saints above; 
Of Peter and the Twelve, of Paul, 
And of his own predestine<.l call. 


VIII. 
" Not on the sea, not 011 the shore, 
In solelnn ,voods or tenlpest roar, 
Dwelleth the God that we adore. 
No! wheresoe'er His cross is raised, 
And wheresoe'er His nanle is praised; 
The pure life is His present sign, 
The holy heart His favorite shrine; 
The old, the poor, the sorrowful, 
To them He is 11lost bountiful; 
Palace or hovel, land or sea, 
Goel with His servants still will be !" 
* * * * * * * 


IX. 
Leogaire, the last of our pagan kings, 
In terror frolli his shuuber springs, 
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For he had drealnt his daughters fair 
Pillars of fire on Tara were, 
And that the burning light thence streaming 
l\Ielted the idols in his drearniug- 
And the dreanl of Leogaire, our annals say, 
'Vas fulfill'd in the land in an after day. 


A LEGE...YD OF ST. PATRICK. 


SEVE
 weary years in bondage the young Saint Patrick pass'd, 
Till the sudden hope came to him to break Lis bonds at last; 
On the Antrim hins reposing, with the north star overhead, 
As the gray da.wn ,vas disclosing, "I b'ust in God," he said- 
"l\Iy sheep will find a shepherd, and my master find a slave, 
But IllY 1110ther has no other hope but me this side the 
gra Ye." 


Then girding close his mantle, alid grasping fast his wand, 
He sought the open ocean through the by-ways of the land; 
The berries froln the hedges on his solitary way, 
And the cresses from the waters, were his only food by day; 
The cold stone was his pillow, and the hard heath was his 
bed, 
Till, looking from Bellbnlben, he saw the sea outspread. 


lIe saw that ancient ocean, unfu.thoIll'd and ullboUll<1, 
That breaks on Erin's beaches with so sorrowful a sound; 
There lay a ship at Sligo bound up the l\IeJian sea - 
" God save you, luaster mariner, will you giye berth to n1e? 
I have 110 gold to pay thee, but Christ will pay thee yet." 
Loud laugh'd that foolish lllariner, "Nay, nay, He Il1ight 
forget 1" 
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H Forget I Oh, not a favor done to the hUll1blest one 
Of all His human kinch'ed can 'scape th' Eternal Son I" 
In vain the Christian pleaded, the ,villing sail was spread, 
His voice no lTIOre was beeded than the sea-birds overhead; 
And as the vision faded of that ship against the sky, 
On the briny rocks the captive praJ'd to God to let hilll elie. 


But God, whose ear is open to catch the sparrow's fall, 
At the sobbing of His servant frown'd along the waters all; 
The billows rose in wondel' anù S1110te the eh urlish crew, 
And around the ship the thunder like battle-arrows flew; 
The screaming sea-fowl'S clangor in I
ish-corran's inner 
caves 
'Vas hush'd before the anger of the tempest-trodden waves. 


Like all eagle-hunted gannet, the ship drove back amain 
To where the Christian captive sat in solitude and pain- 
"Col11e in," they crieù; "0 Christian I we need Jour com- 
pany, 
For it was sure your angry God that met us out at sea." 
Then smiled the gentle heavens, and doff'ù their sable veil, 
Then sunk to rest the breakers and died a,-way the gale. 


So, sitting by the pilot, the happy captive kept 
On his rosary a reck'ning, while the seamen sung or slept. 
Before the winds propitious past Achill, south by Ara, 
The good ship gliding left behind Hiar-Connaught like an 
arrow- 
FroDl the southern Low of Erin t.hey shoot the shore of Gaul, 
A.nd in holy Tours, Saint Patrick filldeth freeùom, frien
ls, 
and all. 


III holy Tours he finc1eth h0111e and altars, friends and all ; 
There matins hail the morning, sweet bells to vespers call ; 
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Thel'e's no lord to make him trel11ble, no magician to endure, 
Nor lleed he to disselnhle in the pious streets of Tours; 
But ever, as he rises ,vith the 11lorlling's early light, 
And stiil erewhile he sleepeth, when the north star shines 
at night, 
'Yhen he sees the angry Ocean by the tyrant Tempest trod, 
He IllUl'l11UrS in devotion, "Fear nothing! trust in God I" 


TlfREE BO..Y
YETS FUR ST. PATRfClCS D
1Y: 
I. 
NOT yet had dawll'd the day-star of the soul 
On that dnrk isle beyond which land was not; 
Far in the East it blazed, and in the South, 
And high above the Alpine sUl1units stood, 
Shooting its rays along the vales of Gaul; 
Albion's cold cliffs had felt the cheering bealn, 
Though soon eclipsed nnd lost. Like sinful Eve, 
Hidden anlÌd the thickest Eden groye, 
Our island-Illother knew not of her hope! 
Enfolded by the ll1elancho]y llu1Ïn, 
A sea of foliage fill'd the eagle's eye- 
A soa within a sea-one wtLve-wash'J wood, 
Save where SOI11e breezy 11lountail1, bare and brown, 
Rose 'lllic1 the verdant desert to the skies! 


II. 
SWAR1\IISG with life, these woods gave forth a race 
Of huntsn1en and of warriors, "yhose delight 
'Vas spoil and havoc; o'er the R0111an wall 
They loap'c11ike wolves upon their British prey; 
Far flash'd their oars upon the Gallic tide; 
And in the Alpine valleys rose the shout 
Of "Farrah!" to the ullset upon Rome! 
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And still, where'er they dwelt, or saird, or camp'd, 
In native ,voods, in ships, 01' on strange shores, 
l\Ioyed the dreael Druid, with his bloody knife, 
Anel rites obscene of Bel and of Astarte- 
The fearful brood of that corrupted will 
'Yhich brought ÏIllperial Tyre down to the dust, 
'Yhich conquer'd Carthage more than Scipio's sword, 
Antlleft them heirless in the worlel's esteenl! 


III. 
IKTo that land where he, wet with his tears, 
Had seven years eaten of the bitter bread 
Of slavery and exile, came the Saint 
'Vhose day we celebrate throughout the earth! 
Before his mighty word.s false gods fell dowll, 
And prostrate pagans, rising from the plain, 
!(new the true God, and, knowing, were baptized. 
Praise to his n
Ulle, the ransom'd Slaye who broke 
All other chains, and set the bondsman free! 
Praise to his l1an1e, the Husbandman who sow'd 
The good seed over all that fertile isle! 
Praise to the Herdsman who into the folll 
Of the One Shepherd led our Father's flock, 
'Vhose yoice still calls us wheresoe'er ,ve hide! 
MONTREAL, March 12, 1862. 


TIlE LEGE.Nfl OF CRO",1GII PATRICK.28 


ASK JOu W by we repair 
Every Lent as pilgrims lowly 
To Croagh Pa.trick, and Inake there 
V ows to God, and all the Holy 
Now in glo.l'Y? 
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True and plainly I will tell 
'Vhat in ancient days befell, 
And sanctified this place 
To th' Apostle of our race- 
Thus the story: 


I. 
'Yhen Patrick came to Cruachan Eigle first 
(Steep the side is of that mountain in l\Iayo), 
'Twas girt about with woods where the accursed 
Plotting Druids still flitted to and fro- 
'Vith fasting and with prayer upon the sUilllnit, 
He sought his ardent soul to assoil, 
Irlleeling oyer chasnls wall'd as by a phunmet, 
Treading stony paths with patient toil. 


II. 
The gray mists hid the earth as day was ended, 
The sea as with another sea was coyer'ù, 
'Vhen, with loud shrieking cries, a host of birds descended, 
And over his anointed heD-d dark hoycr'd ; 
SOlne breathed an obscene odor which appall'd hirn, 
Soule utter'd cries that shook his soul with fear, 
Some with blasphenlies distracted and nÜscall'd him, 
Some hiss'd like springing serpents at his ear. 


III. 
The ten1pted one went praying fast and f;1.ster, 
His knees seeln'd to freeze unto the stone; 
At length he cried aloud-" 0 Lord and J\Iaster, 
I run wrestling with a hell-host all alone !" 
Seizing, then, the holy bell that lay before hitn 
('Twas a gift fron1 the good Pope Celestine), 
Thrice ringing it, he speed.ily, fnll o'er hÌ111, 
Saw the Lenten moon's fair face shine. 
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IV. 


Then a choir of cherubs round the n10un tain winging, 
Lauds and vespers for tho holy Sa.int began, 
.Lind he, though soul-entranced by the divinest singing, 
Still tren101ing felt the feebl
ness of l11an. 
And he pra.y'd three prayers to God that blessèd even', 
That Slieye Eigle to no stranger 11light belong, 
'rhat an Irish death-bed shrift l11ight lead to heaven; 
And once more he pray'd, fervently and long- 


v. 


That, before the final Judgnlent-n10rn had risen, 
Ere the angel of the trumpet cleft the air, 
Ere Christ's con1Íng should loose Death frollJ his long prison, 
Ere the pale horse for his rider should prepare- 
That, through the wofnI scenes Apocalyptic, 
Innisfail, ten thousand thousand fathoms deep, 
An10ng old Ocean's caverns labyrinthic, 
The destruction of the ,yorld n1Ïght ontsleep. 


Of Patrick this was the prayer 
For our fathers and their kindred j 
Hence, as pilgrims we l'epair 
Every Lent to Cruachan Eigle. 
But 110 nlore as such 'tis known 
(Croagh Patrick is its name)- 
Tinle will wear the very stone- 
IrelanJ's eagles all have flown; 
Of things old, her Faith alone 
Stauds unconquer'd and the saIne! 
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ST. P A:r RICK'S DE A TR. 


[From the ancient rh)rme called St. Fiech's Hymn.] 


I. 
To his own Armagh the Saint's feet turn'd, 
As the lalnp of his life obscurely burn'd, 
And he bade them make his dying bed 
In that holy city, the Church's head! 


II. 
1tlidway, an angel, at midnight deep, 
Can1e by the couch and soothed his sleep; 
It was Victor, the guardian of his life
 
'Vho had led hiIn safe through storm and strife. 


III. 


To the eyes of the sleeper that angel seem'd 
The same as when first of his call he drealn'd; 
By a belt of fire he was girt around, 
And he sang with a strangely solmnn sound: 


IV. 
"Thy Annagh shall rule in Erie forever, 
Praise be to Christ, the prin1acy-giver! 
Your prayer was heard, your soul I call, 
Prepare for the end in the cell at Saul I" 


v, 
At Saul, to the people, St. FJ.'assach said: 
"'Ve shall see hÌln no more-onr Father is dead! 
People of Erie, l:unent not nor mourn- 
A 1110rtal has died, but a Saint is born I" 
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VI. 
FrOlll f,lr and near, from isle and glen, 
CaIne lllourning priests and sorrowing men, 
And with hymns repeated, the sleepless throng 
'Yaked him with solemn psalter and song. 


VII. 


Torches like stars burn'd thick and bright 
Round his tOl11b for Inany a day and night; 
As the Sun of _\jalon steadfast stood, 
So blazed the Church for the Chief of the Rood. 


VIII. 
Our Father, who lived without stain or pride, 
Now d,vells in his Inansion beatified, 
'Vith Jesus and :\Iary in perpetual morn- 
The 11101'ta1 has died, the Saint is born. 


ST. EREJ.VD
L.Y A
VD TIlE STRIFE-S01VER.29 


'Y HAT tinle SaiD t Brendan on the sea 
At night was sailing, 
A spirit-voice fronl the ship's lee 
Rose, wildly wailing, 
Crying, "Blessèd Brendan! pray for me 
A prayer availing ; 


"For I have been, 0 Saint, through life, 
A sinner ever; 
'Vith Inurn1urings 111Y course "
as rife 
As any river; 
I never ceased frolH sowing strife, 
Good nlell to sever. 
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"'Yithin our convent's peaceful wall 
'Yas song and prin1e ; 
But I loyed never ll1usic's call, 
N or voice of chime ; 
The Host that holiest hearts appal 
Awed. never mine. 


"In chancel, choir, in lonely cell, 
On the sea-shore, 
The love of strife, as a strong spell, 
'Vas evermore 
Upon me-'till sore sick I fell, 
And was given o'er. 


"Then, in the brief hours of my pain, 
To God I cried 
And rnourned-nor, Father, 1110urned in vain- 
l\Iy strifes and pride- 
l\ly soul departed-rent in twain- 
Half justified. 


" 'Twixt hea yen and hell, in doubt I am, 
o holy Saint! 
Oh! supplicate the bleeding Lamb 
To hear lny 'plaint- 
Oh! bless me with thy words of balm- 
I fain t- I faint-" 


Saint Brendan seized his rosary, 
And knelt hÍIn low 
And pray'c1, \vhoso the soul might be 
That pass'd hin1 fro, 
That God and Christ His Son would free 
It frOIl1 its woe. 
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AndlleVel' any night at sea, 
In his long sailing, 
Heard the Saint after from the lee 
The Spirit's wailing- 
He deem'd it with the Just to be, 
Through prayer availing. 


THE VOYAGE OF EJIAY OGE.30 


IN the 'Vestern Ocean's waters, ,vhere the sinking sun is lost, 
Rises many a holy cloiteach high o'er nlany an island coast, 
Bearing bells rung by the tempest ,vhen the slJray to heaven 
is toss' J : 


Bearing bells and holy crosses, that to Arran men afar 
Twinkle through the dawn and twilight, like the lllist- 
environ'd star 
Hung in heaven for their guidance, as, in sooth, such symbols 
are. 


'Tis a rosary of islands in the Ocean's hollow paln1- 
Sites of faith unchanged by storIns, all unchanging In the 
caInl, 
There the world-betray'd may bide then1, and the weary 
heart fin a Lahll. 


'Yayward as a hill-strcanl chafing in ft sad fhe-forest glen, 
Lived the silent stuclent, Elnan, anlong Arran's holy nlen, 
Sighing still for far Hy-Brasil-sight of fear to 11lunan ken. 


Born a ehieftain, and l)reLlestill'd by his sponsors for :l. sage, 
Enl3.l1 Oge 31 had track'd the sages over many an ancient page, 
brain'd their old scholastic vials, nor did these his thirst 


assuage. 


'" Emall ()!je means Young Edward. 
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Thinking thenceforth, and deploring, sat he nightly on the 
strand, 
Eyer watching, ever sighing, for the fabled fairy land; 
For this earth he held it hateful, and its sons a soulless 
band. 


'Twas n1Ïdsummer 11lidnight, silence on the isles and ocean 
lay, 
Fleets of sea-birds rode at anchor on the waveless moon- 
bright bay, 
To the n100n, across the ,vaters, stretch'd a shining silver 
way- 


"\Vhen, 0 Christa.' ill the offing, like a ship UPOll the sight, 
Loom'd a land of dazzling verdure, cross'd with streall1S 
that fiash'd like light, 
Under emerald groves whose lustre glorified the solemn 
night. 


As the hunter dashes on,vard when the mIssIng prey he 
spIes, 
As to a gracious mistress the forgiven lover flies, 
So, across the sleeping ocean EnUtll in his currach hies. 


Nay, he never noted any of the holy island's signs- 
Saint 1\lac Duach's tall cathedra], or Saint Brecan's ivyed 
shrines, 
Or the olJ Cyclopean dwellings-for a rarer scene he pines. 


N ow he nears it-now he touches the gold-glittering preciou
 
sand- 
Lir of Ocean 32 is no n1Íser when such treasures slip his 
hand- 
But whence COI118 these antique galleys crowding the deserted 
strand? 
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TJTian galleys, with ,vhite benches, sails of purple, prows of 
gold; 
Triremes, such as carried Cæsar to the British coast of old; 
Serpents that had borne Vikings southward on adventures 
bold; 


Gondolas, with glorious jewels sp9.rkling on their necks of 
pride; 
ßucentaurs, that brought the Doges to their Adriatic bride; 
Frisian hulk and Spanish pinnace lay reposing side by side; 


Carracks, currachs-all the vessels that the ocean yet had 
borne, 
By no envious foemen captured, by no tempests toss'd or 
torn, 
Layupon that stormless sea-beach all untarnish'd and unworn. 


But within them, or beside them, crew or captain saw he 
none- 
"Haye mankind forever languish'd for the land I now have 
won ?" 


So said EtHan, as he landed, by his angel tempted on. 


'Yhere it led hÌln-what befell hiul-what he suffer'd-who 
sLaH say? 
One long year was pass' <1 and over-a midsummer's night 
and day; 
:\Iorlling found hilll pallid, pulseless, stretch'd upon the 
island bay. 


Dead he lay: his brow WfiS calcined like a green leaf scorch'd 
in June, 
Hollow was his cheek and haggarJ, gone his b
aIl1ing snlÏle 
and bloom- 
Dead he lay, as if his spirit had already faced its d00111. 
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'\Vho shall wake him? who shall care him? ,vayward Eman, 
stark and still- 
,-rho will nerye anew his footsteps to ascend life's craggy 
hill ? 
,-rho will ease his anguish'd bósoln ? who restore him thought 
and will? 


Hark! how softly tolls the matin fronl the top of )yonder 
tower- 
How it l110ves the stark man! Lo, you! hath a sound such 
nlagic power? 
Lo, you! 10, you! Up he rises, ,vaked and saved! All, 
blessèd hour! 


1\ ow he feels his brow-now gazes on that shore, and sky, 
and sea- 
Now upon himself-and 10, you! now he bends to earth his 
knee; 
God and angels hear him praying on the sea-shore feryently. 


THE PRAYER OF E:\I.AY OGE. 


God of this Irish isle! 
Blessèc1 and old, 
'Yrapp'J in the lllorning's smile 
In the sea's fold- 
Here, where Thy saints have trod- 
Here, where they pray'd- 
Hear me, 0 saving God! 
l\Iay I be saved? 


God of the circling sea! 
Far- rolling and deep- 
Its caves are nnshut to Thee, 
Its bounds Thou clost keep- 
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Here, fronl this strand, 
'Yhence saints have gone forth- 
Father! I own Thy hand, 
HUlnbled to earth. 


God of this blessèdlight 
Over me shining! 
On the wide way of right 
I go, unrepining. 
No more despising 
l\ly lot or nlY race, 
But toiling, uprising, 
To Thee through Thy grace. 


TIIE "1VISDOJI-SELLERS" BEFORE CIL1RLEJIAG .J..VE:n 


MOXACHUS SAX-GALLEXSIS loquitur: 
" Grandson of Charlemagne! to tell 
Of exiled Learning's late return, 
A task more grateful never .fell 
To one still drinking at her urn; 
Of Force, 0 I
ing! 
Too nUlny sing, 
Lauding nlere sanguinary strength; 
But 'Visdom's praise 
Our fa. yol" Ù days 
Haye ask'd to hear at length. 
'Yhel1 he "whose sword and name you bear 
Reign'd unopposed throughout the 'Yest, 
And none would dream, or, dreaming, dare 
Reject his high behest- 
He fOUllÙ no peace nor near nor far, 
No spell to stay hij swaying n1Ïnd ; 
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For Glory, like the sailor's star, 
Still left her votary far behind. 
The wreck of ROlnan art remain'd, 
Casting dark lines of destiny; 
The very roads they went proclainl'd 
The n10dern n1an's degeneracy; 
Our Charles -r
'ept like Philip's son, 
For that Time's noblest wreaths were won. 


"One morn upon his throne of state 
Crown'd aHd sad the conqueror sate. 
"Vhat stirs without, J11Y chiefs?' said he, 
'Do all things rest on land and sea? 
Has France slept late, or has she lost 
The love of being tempest-toss'd?
 
Spake an old soldier of his wars, 
One who had fought in LOlnbal'dy, 
"\Vhose breas t, besides, bore Saxon scars- 
The soldier-en1perol')s friend was he: 
'0 Carl! strange news your steward bears, 
Of Inerchants in the lllart, who tell, 
Standing anÜdst the 111inb'led ,vares, 
That they bring TVÙ:dm1t here to sell ; 
Tall men, though strange, they seeln to be, 
And somewhere f1'0111 aJont the sea.' 
Quoth Charles-' 'Twere rare n1eTchandise 
That, purchased, coulù lllake Paris wise. 
Fetch me those wisdolll-sellers hither- 
'V c fain would know their whence and whither.' 


Cl Of air erect and full of grace, 
'Yith bearded lip and arrowy eye, 
.Ana signs no presence could efface 
Of Learning's 11leek nobility, 
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The Illen appear'd. Carl's iron front 
\Vas lifted as each bow'd his head ; 
"\Yith words more gentle than his wont, 
To the two strangers thus he said: 
, 1\Ierchants, "That is the tale I hear, 
That in the nlarket-place JOU offer 
"\Yisclolll for s3.1e ? Is wisdom dear? 
Is't in the compass of our coffer?' 


,; In accents such as seldom broke 
The silence there, Albillus spoke: 
, 0 Carl! illustrious empel'or ! 
'Ve are but strangers on your shore: 
From Erin's isle, ,yhere eyery glen 
Is crowded with the sons of song, 
And every port with learnèd men, 
"\re, venturing without the throng 
(And longing, not the least, to see 
The person of your nUtjesty, 
'Yhose fmne has reach'd the ends of ocean), 
Forsook onr native isle, to bear 
The htnlps of 'wisdom everywhere, 
Our heaver..ly l\Iaster's work to do- 
Anù first we came, 0 I\.ing! to you: 
In llis dread name, the Eternal J{ing, 
Clmllens auù I, His errand bring- 
'Yhose soldier is the sandall'd priest, 
"\Vhose enlpire neither "\Yest nor East- 
'Yhose word kuows neither South nor North, 
'Yhose footstool is the subject Earth- 
'Vho holds to-day as yesterday, 
O'er age and space, his sovereign 8way- 
"\Yhose wisdom in our books enroll' ù 
Un to your Iuajesty we offer- 
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N either for guerdon nor for gold 
"\Vithin the compass of your coffer. 
On Carnac's cromleach you have gazed, 
And soen the proud strength of the past; 
You saw the piles the Cæsars raised- 
Saw Art his empire-causo outlast. 
All scenes of war, all pomps of peace, 
Annies anù harvests in array- 
Your longing soul frolll sights like these 
To TÏIne and Art oft turns away. 
Great hosts are bristling over earth 
Like grain in haryest, till anon 
A wintry campaign, or a dearth 
Of valor, and your hosts are gone. 
The soldier's pride is for a season, 
His day leads to a silent night; 
But sov'reign power, inspired by reason, 
Creates a ,vorId of life and light. 
"\Ye've rifled the departed ages, 
And bring their grave-gifts here to-day; 
"\Ve sell the secrets of the sages- 
The code of Calvary and Sinai. 
To wisdom, I{ing! we set no measure; 
For wisdolll'S price, there is but one- 
To value it above all treasure, 
And sl)enc1 it freely when 'tis won. 
By every peaceful Gaelic river 
The Bookmen have a free abode; 
They celebrate each princely giver, 
And teach the arts of luall and Gael 
All that we ask for all we bring 
Is eager pupils round our cell, 
And your protection, lnighty I{ing! 
"\Yhile in t.he realms of France we dwell.' 
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" Bow'<1 the great king his lofty head- 
, Be "relco111e, men of God!' he said; 
, Choose Je a honle, it shall be given, 
And held in seignory of heaven.' 


to Grand son of Carl! I need no more; 
The rest throughout the earth is known- 
How learning, lost to us before, 
Spreadhke a sun around his throne, 
Till now, in Saxon forests dill, 
New ueophJtes their lore-lights trinl- 
How even my own Alpine heights 
Are luminous through studious nights- 
How Pavia's learnèd half regain 
The glory of the llonlan nanle- 
How Iuilld with n1Ìlld, and soul with soul, 
Press on ward to the ancient goal- 
Ho,v Faith herself sn1Ïles on the chase 
Of Chimera and Reason's race- 
How' wisdom-sellers' one lllay llleet 
In every ship and every street- 
Of how Ollr Irish masters rest 
In graves watch'd by the grateful "\Vest- 
How more than war or sanguine strength 
Of "\Yisdom's praise 
Our favor'd days 
Have ask'd to hear at length." 


FLA1
'" S Y...V_LN'S G_l.ltIE OF GIlES S. 


I. 
FLAK SYNAN from the south had conle, with tributes in his train 
FroIll the Desnlond lllen and Tholllond men by fear or force 
he'd ta'en ; 
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A thousand harness'd horses, with bells to their harness 
triced, 
Seven chariots piled 'with silver cups and robes kings only 
l)riced ; 
And boastfully, on captured harps, bards sung the battle 
rann, 
And all agreed there ne'er had lived a conqueror like Flan. 


IT. 
That was the night in Tara! such singing and such wine; 
The nlorning sun shone in on theIn, but they said, "Let it 
shine ;" 
A Thomond hostage play'd at chess against the royal host, 
'Yho vauntingly to the southern chief thus foolishly nUl-de 
boast- 
That he " to Thurles' Green would bring his board, and not 
a man 
In all the south, in open day, durst spoil the game of Flan." 


III. 


Bright shines the sun along the SuiI', and warm on Thurles' 
Green ; 
Strange is the sight and siDgula.r that there this day is seen: 
A king and court., in lnerry sport, like boys on holiday, 
IIase sat them down to tables laid, round which they laugh 
and play. 
" Did I not say, Dalcassian! that here there was 110 111an 
'Yho dare essay, in open day, to spoil the game of Flan ?" 


IV. 


Sn1Îled gayly the Dalcassian, "Rings have been check
c1 ere 
now. " 


(I'Vhat mean you?" quoth the monarch, with anger on' his 
brow. 
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"Here come some who can answer I" cried the other; and 
amaIn 
A thousand arIu'd Thomond-men defiled into the plain. 
" 'Tis our turn no,v," exclaÏIn'd the chief, as here and there 
they ran; 
"You've lost Jour gRIlle on ThurIes' Green, 0 boastfu ' 
monarch Flan I" 


LAD Y G ORllILEY.34 


A GAELIC BALLAD. 


I. 


SHE wanders wildly through the night, 
Unhappy Lady Gormley! 
And hides her head at 1l1orning light, 
Unhappy Lady GOl'luley ! 
No home has she, no kindly kin, 
But darkness reigneth all within, 
For sorrow is the child of sin, 
'Vith hapless Lady Gonnley! 


II. 


What time she sate on Tara's throne, 
Unhappy Lady Gormley! 
Bright jewels sparkled on her zone, 
Unhappy Laòy Gormley! 
But her fair seen1Ïng could not hide 
The wayward will, the heart of pride, 
The wit still ready to deride, 
Of scornful Lady Gormley! 
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III. 
The dauo'hter of a kino'lv race 
C OJ 
'Vas lovely Lady Gornlley! 
A monarch's bride, the first in place, 
"\Vas noble Lady GOrll1ley ! 
The fairest hand she had, the skill 
The lute to touch, the harp to thrill, 
1tle1ting and moving men at will, 
The peerless Lady Gormley I 


IV. 
Nor was it courtly art to call 
The splendid Lady Gormley! 
The first of minstrels in the hall, 
All-gifted Lady Gormley! 
Song fiow'd fronl out her sno,vy throat 
As from the thrush, and every note 
Taught men to dreaIn, and bards to dote 
On lovely Lady Gornlley ! 


". 


But arm'd as is the honey-bee 
'Vas fickle Lady Gonnley ! 
And hollo\v as the alder-tree 
Was snÜling Lady Gormley! 
And cold and haughty as the swan 
That glancing sideward saileth on, 
That loves the n100n and hates the dawn, 
'Yas heartless Lady Gormley 1 


VI. 
God's poor had }Jever known her care- 
The lofty Lady Gornlley! 
She had no slnile for nun or frere, 
The worldly Lady GOl'1llley! 
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She fed her heart on hU111an praise, 
Forgot her soul in prosp'rous days, 
",Yas studious but how to an1D..Ze, 
The haughty Lady Gor
nley! 


VII. 
At last she fell fro In her great height, 
Unhappy Lady Gornlley! . 
Her lord had perish'd in the fight, 
Unhappy Lady Gorrnley ! 
Ancll1o,v she has nor house nor home, 
Destined fronl rath to rath to roam, 
Too proud to make amend or moan, 
Unhappy Lady Gormley! 


VIII. 
Bebold bel' on her lonely way, 
The ,vretched Lady Gormley, 
And mark tbe moral of 111Y lay, 
The lay of Lady Gonn!ey! 
When Fortune smiles, n1ake God YO
l1
 friend, 
On His love more than man's depend, 
So may you never in the end 
Share the woe of Lady Gormley! 


BRYAN, THE TANIST. 


I. 
BRYAN, the son of the Tanist, grew 
Stately and strong, and brave and true, 
The heart of his house and the priùe of his name, 
Till Torna, the poet, his guest became, 
Anù lit his 1100d with worùs of flanle, 
Aud soil'd his breast with schemes of shame. 
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II. 


TOl'na hated Sil-l\Iurray, branch and root, 
And he swore to spoil the tree of its fruit; 
And Torna, steadfast as any hill, 
Had a fien<l's soul with a lllinstrers skill, 
.And Bryan he used as his ladder until 
He reach\t his In ark and ,vrought his will. 


II. 


Through fear, and fire, and settling gloom, 
I hear a fray, all<l I see a tomb, 
From a rifled bed, through a rifted wall, 
I see the son of the Tanist fall, 
And like the exulting eagle's call, 
The poet's voice is over all! 


IV. 


Oh human passion! oh human strife 1 
How do you taint the springs of life! 
A thousand souls are black to-day 
Fron1 the smoke of this fratricidal fray, 
And. peace fron1 our sept has pass'd away, 
And the end of the guilt.r-who shall say? 


II01V ST. KIERA...v PROTECTED CLO
V.J[AVSOISE.36 


I. 


THERE is an ancient legend, 
By the Donegal :\Iasters told, 
How. St. Kieran kept his churches, 
As a shepherd keeps his fold. 
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II. 


Ages had lain in their ashes, 
Crowns had outworn their kings, 
Change had come over Clonlllacnoise, 
.A..s it comes o'er all earthly thinós.. 


III. 


Long gone ,vas the wooded desert, 
'Yhere he broke the Druid's l'eign- 
LOlJ g gone was the cruel bondage 
Of the proud usurping Dane. 


IV. 


And calm as a river of heayen 
The Shannon flow'd along, 
By the towers and churches seven, 
From morn till even' song. 


V. 


'Vith sounds of pious duty, 
By day it was all alive 
'Yith the low sweet voice of studJ- 
The hUlll of a holy hive. 


VI. 


In the street the youth uncover'd, 
In the 11leado,v the l110wer knelt, 
'Vhen the call to prayer, far or nears 
'Vas heard or ouly felt. 


VII. 


The Spenser left his store-house, 
The Ostrarns left his load, 
And sage and lector silent, 
Bow'd to the call of God. 
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YIII. 


Now Night, the priest of labor, 
Had spread his cope afar, 
And brightly on his boson1 
Glitter'd the lllorning star. 


IX. 


Even as that sole star glitter'd 
On high in its guardian light, 
So the lamp alone keeps vigil 
At St. I\:ieran's shrine to-night. 


x. 


The lan1p alone keeps vigil, 
'Vhile a shape flits to the shore, 
And a shallop down the river 
Has shot with 111uffied oar. 


XI. 


As at the stir of the latchet 
Flieth the beast of prey, 
So swiftly into the darkness 
The shallop glides away. 


XII. 


No sound broke o'er the landscape 
As the guilty boabll:lU sped 
Through the ghastly gray of daybreak, 
Like the fer1')"lnan of the dead. 


XIII. 


But sounds of wail and ,yonder 
Ere noon, on every side, 
'Yere heard by that peaceful river 
Down which he darkly hied. 
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XIV. 


For the rifled shrine of St. I{ieran 
Had been found on the river shore, 
And an eager host surrounded 
The high-priest's open door. 


xv. 
And some were prolupt to counsel, 
. 'Vhile many shook with fear- 
For sure, they said, such sacrilege 
Foretold disaster near. 


XVI. 


At the door outspake the high-priest- 
(Co Let everyone begone 
To his daily task, to his chosen work, 
The saints will guard their own." 


XVII. 


And so the ancient legend 
Relates ho,v oft in vain 
The bold shrine-thief took shipping 
To pass beyond the main. 


XVIII. 


No ship wherein he enter'd 
Could ever find a breeze; 
Her masts stood fast in their tackle 
As ill the soil the trees. 


XIX. 


V/hile right allc11cft all freely 
Swept past the outward bound; 
The ship that hel<1 the shrine-thief 
Seem'd hard and fast aground. 


. 
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xx. 


The sailors at the rowlocks 
Toil'd till their hearts grew faint; 
\\'here they felt only the current, 
He felt the avenging Saint. 


XXI. 


At length ren101'se and anguish 
O'ertook the caitiff bold, 
And stricken with mortal terror, 
His fearful tale he told. 


XXII. 


And now a glad procession . 
Of galleys, with banner fine, 
Has left Atblolle with the gold and gems 
Of St. I(ierall's pluuder'tl shrine. 


XXIII. 


A day of great rejoicing 
Is this for the land around; 
The Saint has been exalted- 
That ,,-hich was lost is found. 


XXIV. 


On the morrow spoke the high-priest- 
"Let everyone begone 
To his daily task, to his chosen work, 
The saints will guard their own." 
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ION A .36 


I. 
\\r OULD you visit the home St. Colunlbcille chose? 
You must sail to the north when the west wind blows- 
To the art where grows not flowers or trees, 
On the soil of the sea-spent He brides; 
There, over against the steep Ross shore, 
In hearing of Coryvrekan's roar, 
Yon wiU find t1e dwarfish holly growing, 
And see the brave sea-bugles blowing 
Around the roots of the belladonna, 
On the shore of the island-holy Iona! 


II. 
In that lovely isle the north star shines 
On crownless kings and saints sans shrines; 
There, the Slllan sheep crop the grass that springs 
Lineally up froll1 the loins of kings; 
There, J arls froln Orkney and Heligoland, 
And Thanes from York and from Cumberland, 
And l\Iaormars of 3Ioray, and Lennox, and Levin, 
Cruel in life, lie hoping for heaven; 
There, l\Iagnus of Norway, and stern l\Iacbeth, 
Are stretch'd at the feet of the denlocrat, Death; 
And chieftains of Ulster, and lords of Lorn, 
There wait for the trump of All-Soul's morn. 


III. 
"Here lived Saint COIUlllb," the ferrymen say, 
" lIe kept his boats ill this shingly bay; 
lIe fenced this glebe, he set up this stone 
(The kirk it belong'd to was overthrown) 
"GpOll this 1110und, at close of day; 
Facing t.owards Erin, he ever would pray. 
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Thousands of blessings he gave to the Gael- 
'Tis pity they were not of more avail I" 


IV. 


Saint of the seas! who first explored 
The haunts of the hyperborean horde- 
'Vho spread God's name, and rear'd his cross 
From 'Vestra wild to the cliffs of Ross- 
\Vhose sail was seen, whose voice was known 
By dwellers without the Vikings zone- 
"\Vhose days \vere pass'd in the teacher's toil- 
"\Vhose evening song still fill'd the aisle- 
'Yhose poet-heart fed the wild bird's brood- 
'Vhose fervent arm upbore the rood- 
'Vhose sacred song is scarce less subliIne 
Than the visions that typified all time- 
Still, from thy roofless rock so gray, 
Thou preachest to all who pass that way. 


v. 


I hear thy voice, 0 holy Saint! 
Of to-day, and its Inen make dire c01l1plaillt; 
Thou speakest to us of that spell of power, 
'rhy rocky Iona's royal dower- 
Of the light of love and love of light 
'Vhich made it shine out like a star in the night; 
Thou poilltest Iny eyes to the deep, deep waves- 
Thou callest my ken to the mute, mute graves- 
Thou wooeth :young Life, and her lover, Faith, 
As victors to enter the Castle of Death, 
And to leave their beacons of being to warn 
The weak and wild and the far unborn 
Off perilous straits and fair-false shoals, 
'Vhere IDJriads have lost their adventured souls. 
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VI. 
Saint of the seas! when the winds are out- 
1Yhen, like dogs at fault, they quest about- 
1Yhen I wake on ocean's rocky brink, 
1Yhile the billows pause and seem to think, 
1tly soul from its earthly nlooring slips 
And glides away through the midnight ships- 
And. all unheeding the face of Fear 
That darkles down on the n1arineer, 
It rushes through wind, and space, and spray, 
And through the birds that enlbank the bay, 
And over the holly and belladonna, 
To chant its lauds in thy holy Iona ! 


IONA. TO ERIN!O 


WIIAT ST. COLUMBA SAID TO TIlE BIRD FLOWN OVER FRml IRELAND TO IONA.37 


I. 
CLING to my breast, my Irish bird, 
Poor stornl-toss'd stranger, sore afraid! 
How sadly is thy beauty blurr'd- 
The win
 whose hue was as the curd, 
Rough as the sea-guU's pinion made! 


II. 
Lay c10se thy head, my Irish bird, 
Upon this bosom, human still! 
Nor fear the heart that still has stirr'd 
To every tale of pity heard 
From every shape of earthly ill. 


'" This beautiful poem acquires additional interest from the fact that it was 
one of the last the author wrote, having appcared in print only a few days 
before his dea.th. 
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III. 


For you and I are exiles both- 
Rest you, wanderer, rest you here! 
Soon fair winds shall waft :rou forth 
Back to our own belovèd N orth- 
'Vould God I could go with you, dear 1 


IV. 


Were I as you, then would they say, 
Hern1Ïts and all in choir who join- 
" Behold two doves upon their way, 
The pilgrin1s of the air are they- 
Birds froll1 the Liffey or the Boyne I" 


V. 


But you will see what I am bann'd 
No more, for IllY youth's sins, to see, 
l\Iy Derry's oaks in council stand 
By Roseapeul1a's silver strand- 
Or by Raphoe your course lllay be. 


VI. 


The shrines of l\Ieath are fair and far- 
"\Vhite-wing'd one, not too far for tbee- 
Emania, shining like a star, 
(Bright brooch on Erin's breast you are 1) 38 
That I am never 11101'e to see. 


VII. 


You'll see the homes of holy Incn, 
Far "Test upon the shoreless main- 
In shelter'J vale, on cloudy ben,39 
'Vhere saints still pr.ty, and scribes still pen 
Tho sacred page, despising gain! 
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VIII. 
Above the crofts of virgin saints, 
There pause, Iny dove, and rest thy wing, 
But tell then1 not our sad complaints, 
For if they drealnt our spirit faints, 
There would be fruitles
_ sorrowing. 


IX. 
Perch, as you pass, amid their trees, 
At noon or eve, n1Y travell'd dove, 
And blend with voices of their bees, 
In croft, or school, or on their knees- 
They'll bind you with their hyulns of love! 


x. 
Be thou to them, 0 dove! where'er 
The n1en or women sain ts are found, 
l\Iy hyssop flying through the air; 
l\Iy seven-fold benedictions bear 
To them, and all on Irish ground. 


XI. 
Thou wilt return, IllY Irish bird- 
I, COhUllb, do foretell it thee; 
'V ould thou could'st speak as thou hast heard 
To all I love-O happy bird! 
At home in Erie soon to be ! 


CATHAL'S FARE1VELL TO TIlE RYE.40 


I. 
SHIKI
G sickle! lie thou there; 
Another harvest needs Iny hand, 
Another sickle I IllUst bear 
Back to the fields of IllY own land. 
Farewell, sickle! welconle, sword! 
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II. 


A crop WH.Yes reel on COllnaught's plain, 
Of bearded men and banners gay, 
But we will beat them down like rain, 
Anù sweep them like the stonn away. 
Fare,vell, sickle! ,velcome, sword! 


III. 


Peaceful sickle! lie thou there, 
Deep burjed in the vanquish'd rye; 
:rtlay this that in thy stead I bear 
Above as thick a reaping lie! 
Farewel1, sickle! welcome, sword I 


IV. 


Welcome, s,vord! out from your sheath, 
And look upon the glowing sun; 
Sharp-shearer of the field of death, 
Your time of rust and rest is gone. 
Welconle, 'welcome, trusty sword! 


v. 


Welconle, sword! no more repose 
For Cathal Crov-drerg or for thee, 
Until we ,valk o'er Erin's foes, 
Or they walk over JOu and me, 
1\ly lightning, banner-cleaving sword I 


VI. 
'Velcome, sword! thou nHtgic wand, 
'Vhich raises kings and casts them down; 
Thou sceptre to the fearless hand, 
Thou fetter-key for lÏInbs long bound- 
'Yelcomo, wonder-working sword! 
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VII. 
'Velcome, sword! no more with l()ve 
'Vill Cathallook on land or main, 
Till with thine aid, my sword! I prove 
'Yhat race shall reap and king shall reign. 
Farewell, sickle! welcome, sword! 


VIII. 
Shining sickle! lie thou there; 
Anoilier harvest needs my hand, 
Another sickle I must bear 
Back to the fields of my own land. 
Farewell, sickle! welcome, sword! 


TIlE DE A TII OF DON..LYELL JIORE.'u 


A FRAGME:8T. 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


V. 
0:8 they came to Thurles-better 
For their wives, if such men wed, 
They had never left their lllud-walls- 
On that wild adventure led 
By Donnell 
Iore anù the Sil-)Iurray-- 
Seventeen hundreù of them bled! 


VI. 
On the plain of Thurles rises 
High a nlemorable pile, 
Rear'd to God by the great victor, 
Visible for n1any a mile: 
\\r ell may bis nlajestic spirit 
'Valk, in pride, its lofty aisle. 
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VII. 
Piety becomes the valiant, 
As the garland does the bride- 
All the saints lean down ,vith favor 
To the man that hath been tried; 
In the battle, their protection 
Is as armor to his side. 


VIII. 
'Yho avenged the saints like Donnell, 
"\Vhen Prince John drove down his stake 
On Ard-Finian, and in Tipraid, 
Sacred for Saint Factna's sake? 
'Vho but he drove back the braggart, 
And his stone entrenchments brake? 


IX. 


Still they came
as their own armor, 
Brazen and unbroken- back; 
And the clans of ßIunster wither'd 
In the havoc and the sack- 
CaIne, but flec1like thieving foxes, 
"\Vith the dun-clogs on their track I 


X. 


On Kilfeakle and Knockgraffon 
'Vaves no more their lawless flag- 
Limerick owns no Saxon warder, 
None tops Saint Finian's crag; 
Let then1 tell their tales of conquest, 
So the baffled always brag. 


X .,. 
.I.. 


In his pride, the blue-stream'd Shannon, 
Roll'd between ullfetter'd banks, 
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'Vith meek jo
r, the gentle Suir, 
ßlaiden-like, but murmur'd thanks- 
And the gray Inlls sn1Ïled upon him, 
Riding in his conquering ranks. 


XII. 
But there caIne a tinle, and Donnell 
'Vith his kingly fathers slept ; 
Other chieftains rose in Tho111ond, 
N one that such strict guardship kept- 
Other warriors rose, but never 
One like hÎ1n for WhOlll she ,yept. 


XIII. 
'Twas not that his blood was Brian's, 
'Twas not that his hGart ,vas great, 
'Twas not that he took from no man, 
But gave worthy of his state- 
He was born the land's defender, 
The fond foster-son of Fate! 


XIV. 
He was served, not for his bounty, 
Nor his favor, nor his name- 
Not that Fallle still bore his banner, 
And success was page to Fame- 
But he ,vas through all heroic, 
Hence his far-spread following came! 


xv. 


When the Saxons came like snow-flakes, 
Covering Banba's sacred strand, 
IIe arose-the nation's chieftain, 
'Yarfare-wi5e, and strong of hand- 
And his nanle bec:une a spell-word 
O'er their God-defying band! 
* * * * * 
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TIlE GAOI....VE OF DO..NNELL .1IIORE.42 


I. 
RE is dead, and to the earth 
'Ve bear our shield and sparthe, 
Thomond's prince and Ireland's promise, 
In God's anger taken from us ; 
And the bells he gave are pealing, 
And the hosts he led are kneeling, 
And the mourning priesthood falters 
At his marble-builded altars- 
Chan t slower, sisters, slower, 
)Tis the Caoine for DOllnelll\Iore ! 


II. 
Thomond's grief will not be hurried, 
Royal deeds cannot be buried, 
l\Ien cannot cast a dungeon 
O'er the stars, and he's among them,- 
He, of his the liberal spender, 
Of ours the stern defender- 
The pillar of our power, 
Snapp'd in our trial's hour- 
Chant slower, sisters, slower, 
'Tis the Caoine of Donnelll\Iore! 


III. 
Raise your voices, keener, shriller, 
Till they reach the upland tiller, 
And the seaward farthest man on 
The blnc-strearn'd, splendid Shannon, 
And the eagle, from the quarry, 
Shall fly back to his high eyrie" 
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And the deer on Slieve an Iron 
Flee as when the dogs environ, 
And the eremitic heron 
Shall fly o'er fen and fe1'n- 
'V n,lk slower, sisters, slower, 
'Tis the corpse of Donnell1\Iore! 


IV. 
To the bards of Erin he was 
As to the harp the Ceis,. 43 
As o'er yon town the spir
, 
So he stood o'er others higher; 
As the fearless ocean ranger, 
Lallgh'd he in the hour of danger; 
As the rover on the land, 
'Yas he free of n1Ïnd and hand- 
,y ulk slo,ver, sisters, slow.e1', 
'Tis the corpse of Donnell 1\lo1'e ! 


v. 
'Yhen the Galls feU thick as hail. 
On the roof-trees of the Gael, 
* * * * * * 


S T. COR J[ A C, T II E .N A Y I G A TO R . 44 


A LEGEXD OF TilE ISLASD OF LEWIS. 


FIRST ISLANDEU. 
"LOOK ant! look out! on tlie waves so dark, 
And tell ll1e clost thou see a bark 
Riding the tempest through? 
It bears a cross on its slender spar, 
And a lalllp that glances like a star, 
A.nd three 111en ll1ake the crew I" 
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SECOND ISLANDER. 
" I see a bark far off at sea, 
",Yith cross and lamp and crew of three, 
But sooth it labors sore; 
I see it rise, I see it fall, 
N ow the angry ocean swallows all, 
And I see the bark no more. 


FIRST ISLANDER. 
"'Tis he! 'tis he! I know his sail- 
'Tis the holy 111an of the distant Gael, 
True to his plighted word- 
, Be't stornl or cab11, or foul or fair,' 
He said, 'I will be surely there 
On the birthda,y of our Lord l' 


" He is the saint whose hynlll soars loud 
O'er shifting sail and crackling shroud, 
'Yho resteth on his oar 
In the SUIDlller midnight's silent hour, 
1\Iay haply hear that voice of power 
O'er Cor:rvrekan's roar. 


"He knoweth how to steer aright, 
By the yard, and plough, and northern light, 
Through the battling ShetlanJ. Seas- 
1(no,veth of every port the sign 
From 'Vestra to Saint COIUlllb's shrine 
In the southern Hebrides. 


" A host will throng to cape and bay 
To 111eet hilll each appointed day,. 
Be it festival or fast, 
And if his Lark CUlnes not in sight 
They deenl they have not reckoll'd right, 
Or that t.he day is past. 
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"His psahn hath waken'd Osmunwal1, 
And fronl the cavern of Fingall 
Hath shaken down the spar; 
The fishers on the midnight waves, 
And the otter-hunters.from their caves 
Salute his cross and star," 


SECO
D ISLANDER. 


"I see, I see through the night-fall dark 
Saint Cormac sitting in his bark, 
A nd now he dra weth near! 
Dear Father of the island men, 
"\Velcotl1o to "\Vallis' Isle again, 
And to our Christmas cheer!" 


SAIXT COLUJIBA1ÇUS IN ITALY TO. SAIl\...T COJIGALL IN 


IRELA.ZfD.4õ 


t. 
HEALTH to tHY friend and Father! far beyond 
Sliabh Colpa's snows ! 
Iy heart impels my pen- 
l\ly heart, however far, of thee stiU fond- 
Thou first of Ireland's wise and holy men! 


II. 
I
now, holy Comgan, since you saw our sail 
l\Ielt in the horizon of the Irish Sea, 
God hath vouchsafed new conquests to the Gael 
Through Gaul, and Allemain, and ItaIy- 
Conquests, lYlY Father, unlike those of old 
'Yhich our benighted chieftains undertook, 
'Yhen Dathi by the thunderbolt was fell'd, 
And Crinlthan half the thrones Cis-Alpine shook. 
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ITI. 
On other fields 'we win far other fame, 
'Vith other foes ,ye wao'e our n10rtal fio'ht-- 
b 0 
Our watchword now is Christ, our Saviour's nalne, 
Our forays far into the realms of night; 
Like exhalations from a fen, the powers 
Of darkness to the conflict thick ascend, 
But the Eternal Charter still is ours- 
" Lo I I am with you always, to the end I" 


IV. 
In Burgundy, a she-wolf broke our fold- 
A ,volf in wiliness and craft and ,vrath- 
A queen in infa-n1Y and beauty bold, 
'Vho raised a million barriers in our path; 
But God on Brunchant did judglnent dread- 
By her own pride her funeral pyre was rear'd, 
And on that pile I saw her haughty head 
Lopp'd by the axe, and by the lightning scarr'd. 


,r. 
In bleak Helvetia, Gall and I essay'd, 
Not fruitlessly, the blessèd cross to raise- 
And, though the powers of hell were all array'd 
Against us, we had courage, God have praise! 
Idols of wood and bronze we overthrew 
At Arbona, Tucconia, Brigantium- 
'Vhere we found false gods we've left the true ; 
Now, Zurich, Constance, shrine their idols dumb. 


VI. 

Iy brother Gall, amid the ....\.lps abides- 
I preach the Gospel through the Lombard plain- 
The harvest ripens round 111e on all sides, 
But few there are to gather in the grain. 
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Send forth sume laborers, as pure and keen 
As the steel'd sickle, to your scholar's aid- 
The time is not yet COllIe when weaklings glean 
'Yhexe Ål'ius draws on Christ his rebel blade. 


VII. 
I\:ing Agilulph, the Ard-Righ of this land, 
God hath inspired him for my constant friend-- 
He clears nlY path with his strong sceptred hand, 
And doth hiInself my daily steps attend; 
And it has been IllY lot to intercede 
"\Yith Peter's Coarbh 46 for him happily- 
A.nel now we all are one in word and deed 
From the far Alps to the Tyrhenian Sea. 


YIII. 
Comgall, fare
vell! l\Iay all the angels guard 
Bal1chor, * our nlother, and her holy men, 
And our ùear island, isle of God's regard; 
Be all our blessings on you all! Amen. 


TIIE TEST
lJIE.i.VT OF ST. ARBOGAST. 


1. 
ST. ARBOGAST, the bishop, lay 
On his bed of death in Strasburg Palace- 
And, just at the dawn of his dJing day, 
Into his own hands took the chalice; 
And, praying devoutly, he received 
The blessèd Host, and thus address'd 
His Chapter, who around him grieved, 
And, sobbing, heard his last request. 


'" A famous monastery in the province of Ulster, of which St. Comgall was 
AhLot.-Eo. 
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II. 
Quoth 11e-" The sinful Iuan you see 
'Yas born beyond the 'Yestern sea, 
In Ireland, whence, ordain\1, he came, 
In Alsace, to preach, in Jesus' nalue. 
There, in Iny cell at Hagueneau, 
l\IallY unto the One I dre,v ; 
There fared !{ing Dagobert one day, 
'Yit.h all his forestrie array, 
Chasing out wolves and beasts unclean, 
As I did errors fron1 God's dOlnaill ; 
The king approached our cell, and he 
Esteenl'd our assiduity; 
And, when the bless'd St. Anlalld died, 
He call'd us to his seat, and sighed, 
And charged us watch and ward to keep 
In Strasburg o'er our J\Iaster's sheep. 


III. 
"l\Iitre of gold 'we never sought- 
Cope of silver to us was nought- 
J ewefd crook and painted book 
'Ye disregarded, but, perforce, took. 
Ah! oft in Strasburg's cathedral 
'Ye sighed for one rude cell so sn1a11, 
And often fronl the bishop's throne 
To the forest's depths we would have flown, 
But that one duty to Hinl ,vho nlade us 
His shepherd in this see, forbade us. 


IV. 
,; And now-" St. Arbogast spoke slow, 
TIut his 'words \yere firm, though his voice was low- 
"God doth require His servant hence, 
And our hope is His onlnipotence. 
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But. bury me not, dear brethren, with 
The pon1p of torches or nlusic, sith 
Such idle and unholy state 
Should ne'er on a Christian bishop ,vait; 
Leave cope of silver and painted book, 
l\Iitre of gold, and jewel'd crook, 
Apart in the vestry's darkest nook; 
Bllt in l\Iount ::\Iichael bury 111e, 
Beneath the felon's penal tree- 
So Christ our Lord lay at Calvary. 
This do, as J:e my blessing prize, 
And God keep JOU pure and wise I" 
These were the words-they were the last- 
Of the Llessèd. Bishop Arbogast. 47 


THE CO.lúI:KG OF THE DANES.48 


I. 
THE nigh\. is holy-'tis blessèd Saint Bride's-49 
The hour Inay be almost one : 
Lord 
Iurrough late on the rath-top bides, 
Gazing the new moon on. 
The moon, he haJ. dreal11t, that night would throw 
O'er his lands a sign of warnulg or ,voe. 


II. 


The night is holy-the visible sea 
Spreads like a dinted silver plain, 
And Lord :Jlnrrough's oaks look shadowingly 
Across the vista uleetiug again. 
The watch-dog sleeps, and though pray
rs are said, 
'Tis not the nightingale challts o'er the dead. 



. 
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III. 
The watch-dog sleeps-enough are awake; 
Chapel and cloister are wakeful a11- 
Long after the final prayer they rnake, 
Lord l\Iurrough walks still on the shining wall, 
Gazing the pale mute nloon in the face- 
By his feet lies his well-worn battle mace. 


IV. 
His battle Inace ! ''''hat does it there? 
'Vhy are his greaves and armlets on ? 
Has he thrown his guage to the fiends of air 
That his visor is barr'd in the moonlight wan? 
He awaiteth the sign he is to see- 
If for war, he will hie forth instantly. 


V. 
The night is wearing of blessèd Saint Bride, 
The hour may be nigh to three, 
Lord l\Iurrough casts his glance aside 
Fronl the lnoon out to the sea. 
'''''hat sable shade from the zenith fell? 
Lord l\Iurrough shuddered, yet could not tell. 


VI. 
He look'd aloft-a wing-a bill- 
Another-two ravens grim 
O'erspread the moon, ,vrapt castle and hill, 
And the sea to the horizon's rim. 
The birds of Ol1in in the spirit-sphere 
Ne'er shed from their wings such darksome fear. 


VII. 
Lord l\Inrrough muttered his longest prayer, 
'Vith a few added words fit the end; 
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And he held by his mace in the lightless all', 
""\Vith the grasp of a trusting friend; 
And full an hour it might have been 
Till land, sky, and sea were again serene. 


VIII. 


Then looking se::nvard the sad lord saw 
A fisherman drawing his net, 
And the sea was as bright as a summer shaw, 
Though the shore 'was like rocks of jet- 
And the sea-bird croak'd, and the coming oar 
Sent its dreary echoes to haunt the shore. 


IX. 


Lord 
Iurrough knew that the days of rest 
For his native land were fled- 
And he pray'd to God and St. Bride the blest 
To arm her-heart and head; 
Then he tenderly kiss'd, and lay down by his mace- 
And he died-the last free lord of his race! 


TIlE DEATH OF KI
VG JIAG
VUS BAREFOOT.50 


I. 


ON the eve of Saint Bartholomew in Ulfrek's-fiord we lay 
(Thus the importuned Scald began his tale of \voe) , 
And faintly round our fleet fell the August evening gray, 
And the sad sunset winds began to blow. 


II. 
( stood beside our monarch then-deep care was on his 
brow- 
"I hear no horn," he sighèd, cc from the shore: 
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'Yhy tarry stiH my errand-men ?-'tis time they were here 


now, 
Ål1c1 that for S0111e less guarded land we bore." 


III. 


In to the valley'd 'Yest these erranc1-nlen had gone- 
To l\Iuirkeartach, the ally of our king 
("\Yhose daughter late was wed to Earl Sigurd, his son), 
The gift-herd from Connacia to bring. 


IV. 


'Twas nlidnight in the finnament, ten thousand stars were 
there, 
And from the darksome sea look'd up other ten- 
I lay beside our 111onarch, he was sleepless, and the care 
On his brow had grown gloomier then. 


Y. 


'Vhen morning dawning gray in lightsome circles spread, 
Fron1 his couch rose the king slowly up, 
"Elldiarn, what! thou awake! I must landward go," he 
said, 
" And with thee or with the saints I shall sup." 


VI. 


Then when the red sun rose, in his galley through the fleet 
Our noble l\Iagl1us went; and the earls all a,yoke, 
.A_nd each prepared for land-the late errand-men to meet, 
Or to free them from the Irish yoke. 


VII. 


It was a noble army ascending the green hills 
As eyer kingly nlaster led; 
The Inemory of their marching my mournful bosom thrills, 
And I still hear the echo of their tread. 
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YIII. 


Ere two hours had pass'd away, as I ,vander'd on the strand, 
Battle-cries from afar reach'd my ear; 
I clÌ1nb'd the seaward mountain and look'd upon the land, 
..A.nd, in sooth, I saw a sight of fear. 


IX. 
As winter rocks all jagged with the leafless arms of pines, 
Stood the Irish host of spears on their path- 
As the winter sh.eall1S do,vn dash through the terrible 
raYlneS, 
So our n1en l)our'd along, white with wrath. 


x. 
The arrow flightR, at interyals, were thicker o'er the field 
Than the sea-birds o'er Jura's rocks, 
'Yhile t11e rayens 51 in the darkness were lost-shield on shield 
'\Yithin it clash'd in thunderous shocks. 


XI. 


At last one hoarse" ]f 1 wTah !" broke fron1 the battle-cloud 
Like the roar of a billo,v ill a cave, 
And the darkness was uplifted like a plague-city's shroud- 
And there lifeless lay our n10narch brave. 


XII. 


And dead besido the king lay Earl Erling's son, 
And Erving and Ulf, the free; 
And loud the Irish cried to see what they had done, 
But they could 110t cry as loud as we. 


XIII. 


Oh, KOl\vay! oh, Norway! when wilt thou behold 
A king like thy last in worth, 
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'Vhose heart fear'd not the world, whose hand was full of 
gold 
For the nUlnberless Scalds of the North. 


XIV. 
Ah! well do I remember how he swept the 'Vestern seas 
Like the wind in its wintry mood- 
How he reared young Sigurd's throne upon the Orcades, 
And the isles of the South subdued. 


XV. 
In his galley o'er Cantire, how we bore him f1'o1n the main- 
Ho,v l\Iona in a week he ,yon, 
By hitll, how Chester's earl in Anglesea was slain- 
Oh, Norway! that his course is run! 


. 
THE SAGA OF KLþtG OLAF, OF lfORTVAY; A}ÇD IllS DOG. 52 


I. 
[Of the early reign (If Olaf, surnamed TryggvesSOll.] 


!{ING OLAF, Harold Haarfager's heir, at last hath reach'd the 
throne, 
Though his 1nother bore him in the wilds by a nlountain lake- 
let lone; 
Through nlany a land and danger to his right the king hath 
pass'd, 
Outliving still the low'ring stonns, as pines outlive the blast; 
Yet now, when Peace sllliled on his throne, he cast his 
thoughts afar, 
And sail'd from out the Baltic Sea in search of 'Vestern war. 
His galley ,vas that" Sea-Serpent" renowll'd in sagas old, 
His banner bore two ravens grim, his green mail gleam'd 
with gold- 
The king's ship and the king himself were glorious to behold. 
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II. 
[The success of King Olaf's cruise to the 'Vest.] 


O'er the broad sea the Serpent leaves a train of foam behind, 
The pillaged people of the isles the darker record find; 
For the godly royal pirate, whene'er he took a town, 
Sent all its souls to Odin's COUl.t, its treasures to his own. 
His Scalds of prophet ear, oft heard-it lives still in their 
lays- 
All the voices of Valhalla in chorus sing his praise; 
But Tryggvesson was a fighting king, who loved his \volf- 
dog more, 
His stalwart ship and faithful crew and shining golden store l 
Than all the rhyming chroniclers gray Iceland ever bore. 


III. 
[How King Olaf made a descent on Antrim, and carried off the herds thereof,] 


'Vhere Antrim's rock-begirdlerl shore withstands the north- 
ern deep, 
O'er Red Bay's broad and buoyant breast, cold, dark breezes 
creep- 
The moon is hidden in'her height, the night ,vinds ye may see 
Flit.ting like ocean owlets from the cavern' d shore set free- 
The full tide slumbers by the cliffs a-weary of its toil, 
The goat-herds and their flocks repose upon the upland soil- 
The Sea-I{ing slowly walks the shore, unto his instincts true 
'Yhile up and down the valley'd land climbeth his corsair crew, 
Noiseless as morning mist ascends, or falls the evening dew. 


IV. 
[The king is adùressed by a clown having a marvellous cunning dog in his 
company. ] 


Now looking to land and now to sea, the king walk'd on 
his way, 
Until the faint face of the morn gleam'd on the darksome 
bay; 
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A noble herù of captured kine rank round its ebb-dried 
beach- 
The galleys fast receiye thenl in, when, 10! with eager speech, 
A clown comes headlong from the hills, begging his oxen 
three, 
And two white-footed heifers, from the l\Ionarch of the Sea. 
The hurried pI'ayer the king allowed as soon as it he heard. 
The wolf-dog of the peasant, obedient to his "rord, 
Counts out and driyes apart the five from the many-headed 
herd. 


v. 
[King Olaf offcreth to purchase the peasant's dog, who bestow
 it on him with 
a condition.] 
"By Odin, king of men I" marvelling, the monarch spoke, 
"I'll give thee, peasant, for thy dog, ten steers of better 
yoke 
 
Than thine own five." The hearty peasant said: 
"l{ing of the ships! the dog is thine; yet, if I must be pai.d, 
Vow, by your raven banner, never again to sack 
Our valleys in the hours of night-we dread no day attack." 
1\lore 'Wonder'd the fierce pagan still to hear a clown so say, 
And Illusec1 he for a n10111e11t, a.s was his kingly way, 
If that he should not carry both the luan and dog a,vay, 


VI. 
King Olaf taketh the vow, and sfÚ\eth with the dog away.] 
The Sea-King to the clo'\vn 111ade yaw, find on his finger placed 
An olden ring the sceptre-hand of his great sire had graced, 
And round his neck a chain he flung of gold pure froln the 
Dune, 
""lâch, ere another moon, was laid upon St. Cohuub's shrine; 
Then with his dog he left the shore-his sails swell to the 
blast; 
Poor "Yîg" hath howl'd a Illournful cry to the bright shores 
as they pass'd. 
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Now brighter beam'd the sunrise, and wider spread the tide; 
Away, away to the Scottish shore the Danish galleys hied- 
There, revelling with their kindred, three days they did 
abide. 


YII. 
[Of the Sea-King's manner of life] 
I{ing Olaf was a rover true-his home was in his bark, 
The blue sea was his royal bath, stars gelllIn'cl his curtains 
dark; 
The red sun woke him in the nlorn, and sail'd he e'er so far, 
The untired courier of his way was the al1cient Polar star. 
It seem'd as though the very ,vinds, the clouds, the tides, 
and wa Yes, 
Like the sea-side sn1Íths and Vikings, were his lieges and his 
slaves; 
His pren1Ïer was a pilot old, of bronzed cheek and falcon eJe, 
A nlan, albeit, "ho well loved life, yet fear'd he not to die, 
'Yha little knew of crowns or courts, and less to crouch or lie. 


VIII. 
[The treason of the Jomsburg Vikings calleth home the king.] 
Strange news have conle fraln Norway-the Vikings have 
rebell'd; 
Han1eward, honle,vard fast as fate, his galley's sails are 
swell'd,- 
Off Heligoland, J ad Thover, and Rand the 'Yitch they 
meet, 
But a 1l1ystic wind bears the evil one, unharm'd, far from 
the fleet. 
J ad Thover to the land retreats-the fierce king follows on, 
Slaying the traitors' compeers, who far frolD them doth run. 
After hinl flung Ii.ing Olaf his never-missing spear, 
But Thover (he was named Hiart,53 anc1 swifter than the 
deer) 
In the distance took it up, and answer'd with a jeer. 
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IX. 


[Thover Hiort treacherously ldlleth the king'3 dog ] 
The wolf-dog then the n10narch loosed-the traitor tremb]ed 
sore; 
'V'ig holds him on the forest's verge-the king speeds from 
the shore. 
Trembled yet more the caitiff to think what he should do- 
Re drew his glaive, and with a blow pierced his captor 
through. 
And when the king came to the place, his noble dog lay 
dead, 
His red mouth foaming white, and his white breast crimson 
I'ed. 
"God's curse upon you, Thover !"--'twas from the heart, I 
ween, 
Of the grieved king this ban burst out beside the forest 
green. 
The traitor vanish'd into the woods, and never again was 
seen. 


x. 


[How King Olaf and his dog were buried nigh unto one another by the sea.) 
TW1 cairns rise by Dronthein1-fiord, with two gray stones 
hard by, 
SCHlptured with Runic characters, plain to the lore-read 
eye, 
.A "f1d there the king, and here his dog, from all their toils 
repose, 
And o'er their cairns the salt-sea wind, night and day, it 
blows; 
And close to these they point you the ribs of a galley's 
wreck, 
,\Yith a fork'd tongue in the curling crest, and half of a Bca]y 

eck ; 
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And some late-sailing Scalds have told, that along the shore- 
side gray, 
They have often heard a kingly voice and a huge hound's 
echoing bay- 
And some have seen the traitor to the pine woods running 
away. 


KIl.VG MALACIIY A..yn TIlE POET .J.}/,COISI.54 


I. 
RING l\IALACHY, shorn of crown and renown, 
"\Vith nothing left but his mensal board, 
Hung in the troopless hall his sword, 
Cared his own horse ill the stable, 
And daily sank deeper in joys of the table; 
For Brian the King by force and art, 
By might of brain and hope of heart, 
Conquer'd the sceptre and won the crown, 
Leaving to 1\Ialachy little renown. 


II. 


In Tara's hall was room to spare, 
For few were the chiefs and courtiers there; 
Of all who stood well in the monarch's graces, 
But three retain' cl their ancient places, 
And two of the three had follow'd Brian, 
Had the conqueror thought them worth his bUJin', 
The third, the Poet 1\I'Coisi, alone 
Stood true to the enlpty, discrown'd throne. 


III. 


And many a tale the poet told 
Of 'ran1'S splendor in days of old- 
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Of Erin's wonderful builders three, 
Of Troylane, the builder of Rath-na-ree, 
And Unadh, who built the banquet-hall, 
And the Gobhan Saer, the luaster of all ; 
Of the l\Iiller of Nith, and the l\Iiller of Fore, 
And many a hundred marvels lllore ; 
Of the "\Yell of Galloon that, like sudden sorrow, 
Turns theohair to gray to-morrow; 
Of the "\Vell of Slieve-bloom, which, who profanes 
On the laud around, dra-ws down plagues and rains; 
Of the hU111an wolves that howl and prey 
Through OSSOl'Y'S 'V oods from dark till day; 
Of 
peaking babes and potent boys, 
And the wonderful man of Clonlllacnoise, 
'Yho lived seven years without a head, 
And the edifying life he led; 
Of ships and arn1Ïes seen in the air, 
And the won$Ìers wrought by St. Patrick's prayer. 
* * * * * * * 


K 1.L"'r
G B RIAJ.Y'S A Al BIT ION.56 


I. 
KING BRIAN by the Shannon shore 
Stood musing on his power, 
For now it had the torrent's roar, 
Swoll'n by the wint'ry shower- 
But ,vben the cold grave held him fast, 
"\Vhere ,vould it be, or would it last? 


II. 
By him 'twas gather'd slowly as 
The Shannon gathers strength, 
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And now the force and freight it has 
The depth, the spread, the length,- 
The very greatness so long sought 
Dark Hhadows from the future caught; 


III. 
The cold distrust of rJ1eaner souls, 
The hatred of the vile, 
That pride which nothing long contro1s- 
'V orst evil of our isle- 
All these like rocky- bn.rriers lay 
In the Clan-Dalgais' onward way. 


IV. 
" Care crowns a lnonarch with his crown, 
Aud he who cannot bear it 
Had better lay the burden down 
N or vainly seek to share it ; 
'Vealtb, bonor, justice he lllay share, 
But all his own is kingly care." 


,
. 
So spoke the heart within the breast 
Of that brave king whose story 
Burns redly in the Gaelic 'Vest, 
Its setting sun of glory. 
'Yhen night his house of darkness bars, 
There riseth after hilll but stars. 


VI. 
Dark shadows on the Shannon fell, 
The day was spent and gone, 
Long in the unfrequented dell 
The monarch lllused a10ne- 
'Yell 111ny you deem what was the prayer 
The royal patriarch off'er'd there. 
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KI])'rO BRIAN' S LA.J.1JElt
T FOR nIS BROTI1ER J.1L1HON. G 


A FRAGME:NT. 


I. 
An! what is the news I hear, 
l\ly brother dear! IllY brother dear! 
But yesterday we sent you forth 
In hope and health, in joy and mirth, 
But yesterday-and yet to-day 
'Ve lay you in your house of clay! 


11. 
o l\Iahon, of the curling locks, 
'Vith teeth like foam on ocean rocks, 
'Vith heart that breasted battle's wave, 
Are mine the hands to make your grave- 
These hands that first you taught to hold 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


KING BRIAN'S ANS1VER. 


I. 
"Go not forth to the battle," they said, 
"But abide with your councillors sage; 
A helmet would ,veigh down the head 
That already is weigh'd down with age. 
There are warriors many a one 
In their prime, all impatient to go ; 
Let the host be led on by your son, 
He will bring you the spoils of the foe." 
:\( Treacherously slain by a Munster chieftain named O'Donovan. 
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II. 
But the agèd king rose in his place, 
And his eye had the :fire of long-past years, 
Aud his hand grasp'd the keen-pointed mace, 
And silence came over his peers. 
"'Tis true I am old/'-and he smiled- 
" And the grave lies not far on IllY road, 
But in arms I was nursed as a child, 
And ill arms I will go to my God! 


III. 
" For this is no battle for spoil, 
No struggle with rivals for power; 
The gentile is camp'd on our soil, 
'Yhere he must not exult for an hour. 
'Tis true laIn old,"-and he smiled- 
" And the grave lies not far on my road, 
But in arms I was nursed as a child, 
And in arms I will go to my God." 


TIlE BATTLE OF CLONTARF. 


GOOD FRIDAY, 101.1, 


I. 
As the ,vorIel's Redeelner hung 
On a tree this day to save, 
In His love, each tribe and tongue 
FroIll the thraldom of the grave, 
\\r e vow-attest, ye heavens I-by His gore 
To snap the damning chain 
Of this Christ-blasphen1ing Dane 
'Vho defiles e
ch holy fane 
'Ve adore. 
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II. 
But-death to Erin's pride- 
Amid Sitric's host behold 
l\Ialnlordha's squadron ride, 
'Vho betray, for Danish gold, 
Their country, virtue, fanle, and their souls. 
"False traitors, by the rood, 
Y e shall weep such waves of blood 
As ill winter's spring-tide flood 
Ocean rolls!" 


III. 
Thus spoke our wrathful king 
As he drew ICincora's sword, 
And abroad he bade thelll fling 
The emblazonry adored, 
The mystic sun arising on the gale; 
And a roar of joy arose 
As they ben t a wood of bows 
On thy godless robber foes, 
Innisfail ! 


IV. 
The fierce .Vikinger 1l0'V 
On the dreadful Odin cal1, 
And the gods of battle bow 
Froln Valhalla's cloudy hall, 
And bend them o'er the dim" feast of shells," 
But, like drops of tenlpest-rain, 
The innuluerable slain 
Of the traitor and the Dane 
Strew the dells. 


v. 
Clan tarf! a sea of blood 
Rushes purple froln thy shore, 
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And the billow's rising flood 
Is repell'd by waves of gore, 
That fling a sangnine blush o'er the tíde,- 
'Ve have drawn the sacred sword 
Of green Erie and the Lord, 
And have crush'd the Sea-l{ing's horde 
In their pride. 


VI. 
Rise! Ruler of t,he North! 
Terrific Odin, rise! 
Let thy stormy laughter forth 
Burst in thunder from the skies. 
Prepare for heroes slain, harp and shell! 
For 've crowd thy feast to-night 
'Vith the flo.w'er of Ocean's might, 
'Vho, in Freedom's burning sight, 
Blasted, fell! 


VII. 


There lie the trampled Dane, 
And the traitor prince's band, 
'Vho could brook a foreign chain 
On the green l\Iilesian land, 
'Vhere inUllortal beauty reigns evern1ore; 
And the surf is bloody red 
'Yhere the proud barbarian bled, 
Or with terror wingèd fled 
From our shore. 


VIII. 


Such ever be the doom 
Of the tyrant and the slave- 
Be their dark unhollor'd tomb 
'Neath tho falchions of the brave, 
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'Yho, fired with Freedom's soul, clasp the brand- 
o goddess thrice divine! 
Be our i
e again thy shrine, 
And renew the soul of Bri'n 
Through the land! 


TIlE SINFUL SOIIOLAR. 


" 0 FATHER ABBOT 1" the pale friar said, 
" A wake! arise! our scholar's dead 1" 
"Dead! and so soon ?"-" Ay! even now 
His heart hath ceased."-" Yet tell me how?" 
"Thus 't\vas : As Clarence, Hugh, and I 
Watch'd by his panet prayerfully, 
The gray dawn broke; up from the bed 
Suddenly rose that mighty head- 
'Oh! bring me forth into the light,' 
He cried-' I would have one last sight 
Of the fair morning as it breaks 
Upon the antlers of the Reeks!' * 
'Ve bore him forth. Clarence and Hugh 
Turn'd and wept. He drank the view 
Into his very soul, and sigh'cl 
As if content. I by his side 
Then heard hÌ111 breathe, in accents faint, 
Some name-perchance his patron saint; 
He clasp'd my hand-I felt it quiver, 
And the swift soul was fled forever! 
Think me not crazed if no,v I tell 
'Vhat instant on bis death befel : 
Beside the bed, become a bier, 
"\VT e, kneeling, heard a rustling near- 
'" Celebrated mountains in Kerry. 
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Then dropp'd, like blossoms from a tree, 
Three doves, as lilies fair to see-- 
Think n1e not void of mind or sense- 
Three lighted there, butfour flew hence- 
Four doves, if ever I said a prayer, 
SO:1r'd skyward through the lucid air- 
Clarence and Hugh, as well as I,. 
That they \vere four, can testify 1" 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


Close by I{illarney's gentle wave 
They made the scholar's sÏlnple grave-- 
The blue lake, like a lady, grieves 
Saddest in the long autumn eves- 
The stern hills, like a warrior host, 
Look do\yn upon their loved and lost- 
The genius of the place he sleeps 
Beneath the heights, above the deeps- 
'Yho fed on sunshine, drank the dew, 
'Yho mortal weakness never knew. 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


N a stone spoke o'er him-rose alone 
A wooden cross-long, long since gone- 
But far and near, through many an age, 
He lived in chronicles a sage- 
One of the marvels of his race, 
''''"hose lightest word 'twere joy to trace; 
And so the unreal shape became 
The heritor of all his fame- 
And the true story slept as deep 
As this world's men10ry can sleep. 


Of gentlp blood and generous birth, 
K either a 101'<1 nor clod of earth, 
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Of careful sire and lllother holy, 
Our scholar 
 as. This, and this solely 
He eyer told. No lllore was kno,vn, 
Eyen when his fame afar had .flown 
On the four winds, His after course 
Obscured the interest of his source. 
One, only one, in secret cell, 
The whole of that strange life could tell- 
All that the scholar bad reveard 
Could tell, but that his lips 'were seaI'd 
By solenln YOWS, which never Jet 
Did the worst-fallen priest forget; 
Yet, by the edict of the dead, 
Some passages were register'd 
An1Ïd the abbey's psalter, where, 
In Gaelic letters round and fair, 
An after age's curious eye 
Alighting, clear'd the lllystery. 


Hear, then, the tale, not idly told- 
A story new as well as old- 
A song of suffering and of faule, 
Of false and true, of pride and shame. 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


Here ends the author's MS. and Part 1. in the first rough draft. The plan of 
this noble poem he had mapped out as follows: "Part II.
Glen-Manna; the- 
eve of victory; the morning after the battle; Brian's apparition in the tent of 
Maelsuthain; advises him to retire from the world; the scholar departs from 
the camp of the victorions king in search of Penance and Peace. 
" Part III -His life at Irrelagh ; his literary work; his school and scholars; the 
three Donalds; tbe strange lady; the three Donalùs wanted; they depart, beg 
his blessing, and leave to visit the Land of our Redemption. 
" Part IY,-Apparition of the three doves; their message and warning j Mael- 
suthain's resolution, repentance, and ùeath " 
Haù the author lived to complete it, the" Sinful 'Scholar" would have been 
one of the finest poems in Irish literature.-ED. 
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TIlE LANDI-NO OF TIIE NOR JIANS. 


I. 
" ALAS! for this day, 
The accursed of all years! 
In Banna's broad bay 
The in vader appears ; 
The pennant of Cardigan 
Threatens the land, 
And the sword of Fitzstephen 
Burns red ill his hand. 


Sleep no more! sleep no Inore ! 
Up, Lagenians, fronl sleep! 
'Vhile you dream on the shore 
They n1arch o'er the deep! 


II 
'Yake, Cyrnri and Osbnan ! 
'Yake, Cahirians! and gather 
Your strength on the plain, 
Ann, brother! arm, father! 
For our hon1es, for our lives, 
For the fair fielùs of Cannen, 
For the love of our wives, 
Down, down on the Norman! 
Sleep no n10re! sleep no more! etc. 


III. 
Now, when Cardigan's chief 
Anù his penniless peers 
Look doubtfully forth 
Fro
 their rampart of spears, 
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In the very first hour, 
Ere a earn p they inclose, 
Go, shatter the power 
Of our insole]) t foes! 
Sleep no more! sleep no more! etc. 


EP ITHALA iI/IUJI. 


'.rHE BRIDAL OF EVA 1\I'l\IURROGH. 


I. 


" Go forth into the fields, 
Bid the flo,v'rs to our feasts, 
'Vith the broad leaves which, as shields, 
Guard the noon-heat from their breasts; 
Bid the nobly-born rose, 
And the lily of the valley, 
And the prilnrose of the sheep-walk, 
And the violet from the valley- 
'Vhere the order'd trees in ranks 
Rise up froln the river's banks, 
Bid them all-one and aU- 
To our garland-hidden hall- 
To the wedding of the worthy, to the bridal of the races- 
Bid the humble and the noble, the virtues and the graces. 


II. 


"Go forth unto the shrines, 
Lift up your voices there; 
Lay your off'rings, more than mines, 
And the prince of off'rings, prayer; 
Beg our Lady of the Isle, . 
'Vhere l{ing Dermid's tithes are tidal, 
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From her holy height to smile 
On this rare anelnoble bridal. 
From St. Brendan's to St. Bees', 
All along the Irish seas, 
Shore of shrines, pray a prayer 
For the valiant and fair, 
For the wedding of the worthy, the bridal of the races! 


III. 


" Seek out the sons of song; 
Let them know who hath been wed, 
That, amid the festive throng, 
Their seats are at the head; 
Bid thenl C01l1e with harp and lay, 
Anel mellow nlÌghty horn, 
To charIn the night away 
And to 'gratulate the morn. 
For the Lady Eya's sake, 
Ro
.allargess they must take, 
At the wedding of the worthy, the bridal of the races! 


IV. 


"They are come! they are here t 
The music and the flowers, 
The blessings far and near, 
Have a sound of sunlmer showers; 
Here Beauty's conscious eyes 
Flash with emulous desire; 
Ah! how lllany a gallant dies 
III this mortal arro,vy fire! 
'Yhat lessons by this light 
l\Iay young lovers read to-night, 
In the wedding of the worthy, the bridal of the races I 
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DE COURCY'S PILGRIJ[AGE.ð6 


CC I'l\I weary of your elegies, your keenings and complaints, 
'Ve've heard 110 strain this blessèd night but histories of 
saints; 
Sing us SODle deed of daring-of the liying or the dead I" 
So Earl Gerald, in l\Iaynooth, to the Bard N eel an said. 


Answer'd the Bard Neelan-" 011, Earl, I will obey; 
And I will show you that you have 110 cause for what JOu 
say; 
A ,varrior lnay be valiant, and love holiness also, 
As did the Norman Courcy, in this country long ago." 


Few men could n1:1tcl De Courcy on saddle or on sward, 
The ponderous mace he yalued more than any Spanish 
sword ; 
On many a field of slaughter scores of Inelliay sluash'd and 
stark, 
And the victors, as they sa,v them, saic1-" Lo ! John De 
Courcy's l1lark I" 


De Lacy ,vas his deadly foe, through envy of his fame; 
lIe laid foul alnbush for his life, and stignlatized his l1aIne ; 
But the gallant John De Courcy kept still his Inace at hand, 
And rode, unfearing feint or force, across his rival's land. 


He'dlnade a vow, for some past sinR, a pilgrimage to pay 
At Patrick's tomb, and there to bide a fortnight and a day; 
And now amid the cloisters the disannèd giant walks, 
And with the brown beads in his hanel, fronl cross to cross 
he stalks. 
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News came to Hugo Lacy of the penance of the knight, 
And he rose and sent his n1urderers from Durrogh forth by 
night; 
A score of mighty l\leathial1 men, proof guarded for the strife, 
And be has sworn them, man by 111an, to take De Courcy's 
life. 


'Twas twilight in Downpatrick town, the pilgriIn in the porch 
Sat, faint with fasting anù with prayer, before the d<1.rken'd 
church- 
'Yhen suddenly he heard a sound upon the stony st1'eet- 
A sound, familiar to his ears, of battle-horses' f
et. 


He stepp'd forth to a hillock, where an oaken cross it stood. 
And looking forth, he lean'd upon the monun1ental wood. 
"'Tis he! 'tis he I" the fOrelllost cried: "'tis well you came 
to shrive, 
For another sun, De Courcy, you shall never see alive I" 


Then roused the soften'd heart within the pilgrirn's sober 
weeds- 
He tbought upon his high l'enown, and all his knightly deeds; 
He felt the spirit swell within his undefended breast, 
And his courage rose the faster that hi,:; sins had been con- 
fess'd. 


" I al11 no dog to perish thus! no deer to couch at bay 1 
Assassins! ware* the life JOu seek, and stand not in my 
,,'ay 1" 
He pluck'd the tall cross from its root, and waving it around, 
He dash'd the master-murùerer stark-lifeless to the ground. 


As row on ro,v they press'd within the deadly ring he 1naLle. 
Twelve of the score ill their own gore withiu hi
 reach ho 
laiù; 


I\' "Then 'H.'a1'e n. ri
ing tempest on the main."-Dryden. 
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The l'est in panic terror ran to horse and :fled awa:}", 
And left the ICnight De Courcy at the bloody cross to pray. 


"And now," quoth Neelan to the Earl, "I did Jour will obey; 
Have I not shown you had no cause for what I heard JOU 
say? 
"Faith, Neelan," answer'd Gerald, "your holy man, Sir John, 
Did bear his cross right Inanfully, so much we have to own." 


THE PILGRI.1JIAGE OF SIR ULGARG.ð7 


No supple ash in Cavan 'Vood 
'Vas fairer to the eye- 
Not clearer on Lough Oughter's flood 
Was pictured the blue sl{y, 
Than in the form and in the breast 
Of Uigarg, God and grace had rest. 


In warlike camp, beneath the lead 
Of Breffni's potent flag- 
In festal hall or sportive shade, 
On stormy sea or crag, 
'Fore Uigarg, none of all his race 
Could win by worth the 'vantage-place. 


One hope he held from boyhood's dawn 
. Till manhood's rounded prime-- 
That he might live to look upon 
The fielùs of Palestine- 
That he his swin1Jning eyes might set 
On Sion, Sinai, Oliveto 
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In vain the fairest of the land, 
'Vhere beanty ever reigns, 
'V ove for his youth love's rosy band 
To bind him to their plains; 
In vain of glory sung his ba.rds, 
His footsteps yearn'd to trace our LorJ's. 


Free to command his after fate, 
He rose, and left behind 
G lory and beauty, place anù state, 
For only sea and wind- 
For palmer's staff, and mourner's weed, 
And desert thirst, and feet that bleed. 


What years he spent in Palestine 
It may not now be known, 
But all its hills and caves divine 
He knew them as his own- 
Christ's route he traversed everywhere, 
From the manger to the sepulchre. 


Bound home, at last-'twas eventide, 
The sun was in the 'Vest, 
'Vhen calmly by the Jordan's side 
He sat him down to rest; 
And looking toward the crimson sky, 
A patriot tear suffused his eye. 


He pray'd-he slept-the midnight moon 
Beheld him where he lay; 
The night winds seized his mutter'd breath, 
And flew with it away; 

rorn rose sublime on Jordan's tide, 
Sir Ulgarg still lay by its side. 
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Another moon, and night, and morn 
Pass'd or:, but never 1110re 
Arose that pahner, travel-worn- 
His pilgrinlage was o'er. 
By a chance-passing Christian hand, 
His grave was made in Holy Land. 


THE PE1'lITEJ.VOE OF DON DIEGO RIAS. 


A LEGESD OF LOUGH DERG. 
8 


I. 


THEHE was a knight of Spain-Diego Rias, 
N able by four descents, vain, rich, and young, 
l\Iuch 'woe he wrought, or the tradition lie is, 
'Vhich lived of old the Castilians among; 
His horses bore the palm the kingdom over, 
IIis plume was tallest, costliest his sword, 
The proudest l11aidens wish'd hinl as a lover, 
The caballeros all revered his word. 


II. 


But ere his day's meridian ealue, bis spirit 
Fell sick, grew palsied iu his breast, and pined,- 
He fear'd Christ's kingdolu he could ne'er inherit, 
The causes wherefore too well he divined; 
'Yhere' er he turns his sins are always near hÜn, 
Conscience still holds her n1Ìrror to his eyes, 
Till those who long had envied canle to fear hiIn, 
To nlock his clouded brow and ,vint'ry sighs. 


III. 


Alas! the sins of youth are as a chain 
Of iron, swiftly let down to the deep, 
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How far we feel not-till when, lve'd raise 't again 
'V e p
use arnid the weary work and weep. 
Ah, it is sad a-down Life's stream to see 
So l11any agèd toilers so distress'tl, 
And near the source-a thousand fonns of glee 
Fitting the shackle to Youth's glowing breast! 


IV. 


He sought Peace in the city where she dwells nut, 
He wooed her an1Ìd woodlands all in vain, 
He searches through the valleys, but he tells not 
The secret of his quest to priest or swain, 
Until, despairing evermore of pleasure, 
He leaves his lanJ, and sails to far Peru, 
There, stands uncharnl'cl in caverns of treasure, 
And weeps on 1110untains heavenly high and blue. 


v. 
Incessant in his ear rang this plain warning- 
"Diego, as thy soul, thy sorrow lives ;" 
He hears the untired voice, night, noon, and morning, 
Yet unùerstanJing not, unresting grieves. 
One eve, a purer vision seized hinl, then he 
..V ow '<.1 to Lough Derg, an humble pilgrimage- 
The virtues of that shrine were known to lllany, 
And sa.ving held even in that skeptic age. 


VI. 


'Yith one sole follower, an Esquire trustful, 
He pass'd the southern cape which sailors fear, 
And eastward held, llwallwhile his vain and lustful 
Past works more loathsolne to his soul appear, 
Through the night-watches, at all hours 0' day, 
He still W.1S ,vakcftÙ as the pilot, and 
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For grace, his vow to keep, doth always pray, 
And for his death to lie in the saints' land. 


VII. 


But ere his eyes beheld the Irish shore, 
Diego died. l\luch gold he did ordain 
To God and Santiago-furthermore, 
His Esquire plighted, ere he went to Spain, 
To journey to the Refuge of the Lake, 
Before Saint Patrick's solitary shrine, 
A nine daJs' vigil for his rest to 11lake, 
Living on bitter bread and penitential wine. be 


VIII. 


The vassal vow'd ; but, ah! how seldom pledges 
Given to the dying, to the dead, are helJ! 
The Esquire reach'd the shore, where sand and sedge is 
O'er melancholy hills, by paths of eld; 
Treeless and houseless was the prospect round, 
Rock-strewn and boisterous the lake before; 
A Charon-shape sat in a skiff a-ground- 
The pilgrim turn'd, and left the sacred shore. 


IX. 


That night he lay a-bed hard by the Erne,- 
The island-spangled lake-but could not sleep- 
'Vhen 10! beside him, pale, and sad, and stern, 
Stood his deaù master risen from the deep. 
" Arise," he said, "and come." From the hostelrie 
And over the bleak hills he led the sleeper, 
And when they reach'd Derg's shore, "Get in with me," 
He cried,-" nor sink my soul in torillellts deeper." 
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x. 
The dead man row'd the boat, the living steer'd, 
Each in his pallor sinister, until 
The Isle of Pilgrimage they duly near'd- 
"Now hie thee forth, and ,york thy master's will!" 
So spoke the dead, and vanish'd o'er the lake, 
The Squire pursued his course, and gain'd the shrine, 
There, nin
 days' vigil duly he did make, 
Living on bitter bread and penitential wine. 


XI. 


The tenth eye shone in SOleIlll1, starry beauty, 
As he, rejoicing, o'er the old paths call1e, 
Light was his heart frOJll its accoIllplished duty, 
.AJI was forgotten, even the latest shame- 
'Yhen these brief words, some disembodied voice 
Spoke near him, "Oh, keep sacred, evermore, 
'V ord, pledge, and vow, so 11lay you still rejoice, 
And live among the Just when Time is o'er I" 


A LEGE.LYD OF DUJ..YLUCE CASTLE.50 


THE northern winds howl'd through the sky, 
Above Dunluce's Tower, 
And the raven \vith a bitter cry 
'Ving'd a way frolll her spray-wet bower ; 
And the white foal11, as it trickled back 
To the sea, in a stream of light 
Appear'll, as the first ray of the l110rn 
Stealing through the clouds of night. 


And though \vithout the stornl raged high, 
And all was dark and dim, 
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Fair dallles anù chiefs held revelry 
That sea-beat pile within; 
And if they heard the tempest roar, 
They little reck'd, I ween- 
It told thenl to enjoy the more 
Their own bright festive scene. 


. 


But there 'vas 011e ,vi thin that pile 
,Vhose heart was far from light, 
For well she knew from Rathlin's Isle 
lIeI' lover came that night. 
She left the heartless revelry 
Unnoticed and unknown, 
And fronl the lonely watch-tower high 
She gazed npon the gloom. 


Fierce howl'd the blast on the rocky shore, 
And shook the cayern'd cliff, 
And Ella's soul all hope gave o'er- 
Oh r could it spare his skiff? 
The sea-sprites groall
 d and the fortress Inoan'd, 
...4..s the roaring north winds pass'd, 
.A.nd the watch-towers shook like a reed by the brook 
In Ðecenlber's piercing blast. 


And beneath the tower, from every cave, 
Such sounds came bursting forth 
As the Sea-I\:ing sends from his frozen grave 
In the gulfs of the sunless North,- 
'Yhen, lo! on the ,vave crest sparkling white 
it little boat she spied, 
And her heart's blood warIuèd with delight- 
" My bride! great heavens! lllY bride I" 
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Th e wild winds raged more furious still- 
Swept the watch-tower fron1 the roc1\:- 
The waves dash'd high aboye the hill- 
His boat sank in the shock; 
He rose again, and through the gloom 
He saw his long-loved 111aid, 
And though the tempest 'vas in its ll
on, 
Still was be not dislllay'd. 
He clasp'd her close, and through the foaln 
He cleft with a hero's stroke; 
He whi
per'd hope, but the billows' moan 
Swept away the ,vorc1s he spoke. 
The sea had nursed his infant years, 
Had given his boyhood joy, 
The tempest to bim had sport, not fears, 
And he hush'd his Ella's sigh. 


A wave arose, and on its crest 
It bore thClll to the shore, 
And it fiung thmn far, where SOlne falcon's nest 
IIad been in days of yore. 
The chief clung fast unto the rock-- 
" \Ye 're safe, IllY bonnie bride!" 
Then, wearied and worn by the struggle's shock, 
He fainted by her siJe. 


DBA T II 0 F .AR T JI'..if URRO lTG 11.61 


I. 
FROM the king's h0111e rose a hum 
Like the rising of a S'Var111, 
And it spread round Ross, and grew 
I.Joud and boding as a storm; 
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And from the many-gatèd town pass'd Easchlaghs B2 in affright, 
Pale as the morning hours when rushing forth from night, 
And north, east., south, and westward, as they spread, 
They cried, "The king is dead! the king is dead I" 


II. 
As the 1110untain echoes mImIC 
The 'mort of the bugle horn, 
So far and farther o'er the land 
The deadly tale is borne ; 
Echo answers echo fron} ,vood, and ratb, and stream- 
Easchlagh follows easchlagh, like horrors in a dream ; 
And when entreated to repose, they only said, 
In accents woe-begone and brief, "The king is dead I" 


III. 
The news was brought to Offaly, 
To the Calvach in his hall ;63 
He said, " Still'd be the harp and flute- 
'Ve now are orphans alL" 
The news was brought to O'Tuathal, in Imayle ; 
He said, "'V e have lost the bulwark of the Gael ;" 
And his chosen n1en a-south to the royal wake he led- 
Sighing, "The king is dead! the king is dead I" 


IV. 
To O'Brin in Ballil1cor, 
To O'N olan in Forth it came, 
To l\IacDavid in Riavach,64 
And all mourn'd the same ; 
They said, "'\Y e have lost the chief chmnpion of our land, 
The king of the stoutest heart and strongest hand ;" 
The hills of the four counties that night for joy were red, 
And boastfuny their Dublin bells chimed out, "The king is 
dead I"
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v. 
It was told in Kilkenny, 
And the Ornlond flag flew out, 
That had hid alnong the cobwebs 
Since the earl's Callan rout; 
But the friars of Irishtown they grieved for him full sore, 
And Innistioge and Jel'point may long his loss deplore. 
Froln Clones south to Bannow the holy bells they toll, 
And every Inol1k is praying for his benefactor's soul. 


YI. 


For ages in the eastward 
Such a wake was never seen; 
Since Bria.n's death, in Erin 
Such 11lournillg had not been; 
And as the clans to St. 1\Iullins bore the fleshly part 
That was earthy and had perished of I\:ing Art- 
The crying of the keeners was heard by the last man, 
Though he was three miles off when the burial rite began. 


VII. 
" 1\Iourn, mourn," they said, "ye chieftains, 
Fronl Riavach and from Forth ;C5 
1\lou1'n, ye dJnasts of the lowlands, 
And ye Tanists of the North ; 
The noblest man that was left us here to-day, 
In the churchyard of his fathers we make his bed of clay- 
Unlucky is this year above all years- 
His life was 11101'e to us than ten thousand tested spears. 


VIII. 
"N 0 ash-tree in Shillelah 
'Yas l110re cOlnely to the eye- 
And, like the heavens above us, 
He was good as he was high. 
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The taker of rich tributes, the queller of our strife, 
The open-handed giver, his life to us was life. 
o Art! why did JOu leaye us? Oh! even fronl the grave, 
Could you not return to live for us you would have died to 
save? 


XI. 
" 'Yhen we think on your actiol1s- 
How against you, all in vain, 
The king's son, and the king hinlself 
Of London, cross'd the main- 
'Vhen we think of the battle of A.thcro and the day 
'Vhell Roger 
Iortin1er, at 1(e11s, fell in the fiery fray, 
They chant the De Profundis, and we cannot help but cry- 
, Defender of Jour nation! oh, why diù you die?' 


x. 


" If death \VouIù have hostages, 
A million such as we, 
To bring :you back to Erin, 
Oh! a cheap exchange 'twould be ; 
But silent as the midnight, and white as Jour own hair, 
'Vith its sixty years of snow, 0 king! you lie there- 
Your lip at last is pale-at last is closed Jour eye- 
o terror of the Saxons! Art, why did you die?" 


XI. 
Thus by the gaping grave 
They l11ourn'd about his bier, 
Challenging with clamorous grief 
The dead that could not hear; 
Then slowly and sadly they laid him down to rest, 
IIis sword besiJe hinl laid, and his cross on his breast. 
A.11<1 each took his own way with drooping heart and head, 
Sighing, "The king is dead! the king is dead!" 
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AVRAN. 


His grave is in St. l\Iullins, 
But to pilgrim eyes unknown- 
Unnlark'd by Inournful yew, 
U llchronicled in stone ; 
His bones are with his people's, his clay with conlmon clay, 
Hi
 lllenlory in the uight that lies behind the hills of day, 
'Yhere hundreds of our gallant dead await 
The long-foretold, redeenl'd, and honor'd fn.te. 66 


A B A L L
l]) 0 F BAN J.i
 0 fV. 


I. 


STRETcn'D reculnbent by the sea-side, in the bright nliù.sum- 
nler tide, 
"\Vith the yolunle of Our Poets l.ring open at my side, 
From the full urn of remembrance pressing on my heart-I 
sigh'd. 


II. 


'Twas the storied shore of Carmen *; here, beneath our very 
feet, 
ßannow's buried city slumber'd ill its sandy winc1ing-sheet- 
Yonder ripple of the sea-surf marks the once o'er--crowded 
street. 


III. 


Heath, with blossom on the mountain, and the squat, un- 
sightly thorn, 
'Yill put forth its stainless blosSOlll, perfull1Ïng the breath of 
1l10rn- 
But for this long-buried city, spring can 110Vernlore return. 
>\< 'v (' xford. 



272 HISTORICAL AND LEGEÞlDAl1r POE.J.l1S. 


IV. 


On this coast, when winter thunders, woe unto the ship that 
drives- 
One huge billow combing over, might engulf ten thousand 
lives; 
Vain, oh! vain as dreams of madmen, is the mortal strength 
that strives. 


v. 


Yet is not the buried city saddest of these thoughts to Ine, 
Nor the stranded, crewless vessel, torn and toss'd up from 
the sea; 
There are heavier griefs to 11lourn-deem Je not what they 
l1Uty be? 


VI. 


Yonder, on that breezy sand-bar, where the thin bent scarce 
can grow, 
First on soil or strand of Erin, stood the Anglo-Norman foe, 
And my mind is with their landing, ages, ages, long ago. 


YII. 


High and dry the Flemish bottoms of Fitzstephen here 
were drawn: 
Off to Ferns-to false I\:ing Dermod-their ambassador bas 
gone; 
Shore and sea alike deserted, all for daJs they 100k'd upon. 


VIII. 


'Vho could dream from such a vanguard such a following 
should come? 
Veterans of France and England, Lless'<l in Palestine and 
Ronle- 
Who would <.1rea111 the night that slumbers under Jondel 
streak of foaln? 



HISTORICAL AND LEGENDARY POEMS. 2i3 


IX. 


Peace be with our fearless fathers! never let the breath of 
fan1e 
Lightly pass Jour lips, to darken or their gallant deeds the 
faIne; 
Dimly now we see the actors in their fierce in1perial game. 


X. 


Here no Battle Abbey rises-here no Falaise Pilla,r stands- 
For, as ebbs the waves of ocean o'er these historic strands, 
So the surge of battle ,vaver'd o'er our ancestralllluds. 


XI. 


If our fathers felt the prowess of the steel-clad N O1'lnan host, 
IJittle had the valiant strangel' in the after war to boast; 
'Twixt the tides and 'twixt the races, leave we the disputed 
coast. 


XII. 


Three things stand: Throughout our borders, still the Gaelic 
race is fOUllJ; 
1\Ianly stenl and lovely blossom flourish on the ancient 
ground; 
And the dear f<,Úth of our fathers-rooted deep as Danaall 
mound. 


XIII. 


N ear the tomb of buried Bannow, with the Poets at my siùe, 
Such the changing thoughts that found n1e ill the bright 
n1Ídsummer tide- 
Past and present, hope and solace, patriot grief and patriot 
pride. 
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TIlE PRAISE OF .JIARGAREr O'C
1RROLL OF OFFALLY.67 


I. 
THE Ir..Jriad shafts of the morning SUll had routed the wood- 
land fays, 
Aud in the forests green saloons danced the victorious ra):s; 
Birds, like Brel1dans in the promised land, chal1 ted Inatins 
to the nl0rn, 
And the larks sprung up with their chorus broods from tho 
yellow fields of corn. 
In cloth of gold, like a queen new-come out of the royal 
wood, 
On the round-proud-white-walled rath l\Iargaret O'Carroll 
stood. 
That day came guests to Bath Iluayn 68 from afar,- from 
beyond the sea- 
Bards and Breholls of Albyn and Erin-to feast in Offal1y. 


II. 
'Yith the Lady l\Iargaret are her maidens, ccmely to the 
sight- 
Ah! how their eyes will t 1 lrill the harps and hearts of men 
to-night! 
And in their midst, like a pillar old in a garden of roses, 
stands 
G-illa-n-noalllh 
I'Egan, the Brehon of OffùJly's lands; 
His saHow brow like a vellunl book with nlystic lines IS 
traced, 
But his eye is as an arro,v, and his form as no bow unbraceù, 
AllJ he holds in his hand a book wherein he writes each 
learnèd nan1e, 
And these were the men of lore who to this feast at Rath 
InlftJll came. 
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III. 


First, l\Iælyn O'
Iulconry COllles, Arch-Breholl of the "'... est, 
'Vho gives dOlninion to O'Connor on Carnfraoich's crest; 
And with 
lælJn comes l\I'Firbiss, froln Tyrawley's hills afar, 
'Yhose learning shines, in En'is glens, like a lamp or n lofty 
star; 
And O'Daly, from Finvarra., renowll'd in Dal1,69 appears, 
'Yhose fame, like the circling oak, grows wider with his 


years; 
And with thenl is O'Clery, frolu ]Cilòarron's castled steep, 
'Vhose hearthstone covers the sea-bird's llest above the 
foamy deep. 


IV. 
And lo! where COlnes 1\1'Curtin, sweet singer of the South, 
And O'Bruadin, with keen thoughts that swarm out of a 
honied mouth, 
And O'DoraD, Leinster's upright judge, and l\IacNeogh of 
the lays, 
\Vhose tales can make Decernber Dights gayer than July days, 
And Nial Da] O'Higgin, whose words of power can drain 
The life out of the heart he hates, and the reason from the 
Lrain,7O 
Ana Cyuu'ic bards fronl Cynlric vales to the poet tryst have 
come, 
Aud lllauy a Scottish rhymer from his Ca.ledonian honle. 


v. 


The Calvagh at the outer gate, he Liùs them welcome all, 
The Breholl meets them at the door, and leads them up the 
hall, 
The la<iy on the dais sits, amid her rich awards, 
Goblets, and golden harps, and ancient books for studious 
Lar(h
. 



276 HISTORIO_1L AND LEGE1ÇD.A.RY POE.MS. 


For theIll in the green meadow-lands a thousand horses feed, 
And a golden bit and a gilded rein hangs in stall for every 
steed, 
And the glorious eyes of Irish girls are glancing round her, 
too- 
Guerdons, for which the poet-soul its noblest deeas can do. 


VI. 


Over the fields of Erin, war horns may blow to-day, 
I\lany a 111an in tower and town may don his war array, 
The mountain tops of Erin red alal'ln
fires Inay light, 
But 110 foot shall leave that hall of peace for the track of 
blood to-night. 
To-morrow as to-day shall rise in lllelody and peace, 
The 1\lass be said, the cup be fill'J, nor the evening revels 
cease- 
For l\Iargaret, like Our Lady's self, unto the troubled. land, 
Brings quiet in her holy smile, and healing in her hand. 


VII. 


It is not that her father is rellown'd through Innisfail z 
It is not that her lord is hail'd the sentinel of the Gael, 
It is not that her daughter is the wife of the O'
 ei], 
It is not that her first-born's nanle strikes terror through 
the pale, 
It is not all her riches, but her virtues that I praise; 
She Inade the bardic spirit strong to face the evil days, 
To the princes of a feudal age she taught the Illig-ht of love, 
And her name, though woman's, shall be scroll'd their war- 
rior names above. 


VIII. 


Low lie the oaks of Offally
Rath Imayn is a wreck; 
Fallen are the chiefs of Offally-Deat.h's yoke on every neck; 
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Da Sinchel's 71 feast no l110re is held for holy in the land, 
No queen-like l\largaret welcolnes now the drooping bardic 
band, 
No nights of lninstrelsy are now like the Irish nights of old, 
No septs of singers such as then l\1'Egan's book enroll'd; 
But the nan1e of l\Iargaret O'Carron, who taught the might 
of loye, 
Shall shine in Ireland's annals even minstrel nalne above. 


lìIARGARET O'GARROLL.72 


I. 
OF bards and beadslnen far and near, hers was the name of 
names-- 
The lady fair of Offally-the flower of Leinster danles, 
And she has join'd the pilgrim host for the citie of Saint 
J anles. 


II. 
It was Calvagh, Lord of Offally, walk'd wretchedly apart, 
'Vithin his IDoated garden, with sorrow at his heart, 
_And nO'w he vow'cl to heav'n, and now he cursed his fate- 
That he had not forbidden that far journey ere too late. 


III. 
"'Yhy dill I not remenlber "-'twas thus he wish'd in vain- 
"The many waves that roll between J\Iomonia's cliffs and 
Spain? 
'Vhy did I not renlcnlber, how, :fill'cl with bitter hate, 
To waylay Christian pilgrims the 
Ioorish pirates wait ?" 


IV. 
Re thonght of LaL1y l\Iargaret, so fair, so f/Jud, so pure, 
A captive in the galley of some Christ-denying ?Ioor ; 
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He thought of all that might befal, until his sale intent 
"\Vas to gallop to the southward and take the way she went. 


v. 
The noon was dark, the bitter blast went sighingly along, 
The sky hung low, and chill'd to death the warder's snatch 
of song; 
The lymph :flag round the fla.gstaff lay folùed close and furl'd, 
And all was gloom and solitude upon the outer world. 


VI. 
A rush as of a javelin cast, the startled chieftain heard, 
A glance-upon the castle-wall a carrier-dove appear'd! 
A 1110ment, and the courier had flutter'd to his breast, 
And panting lay against his heart, low cooing and caress'd. 


VII. 
There lay a little billet beneath the stranger's wing- 
TIound deftly to his body with a perfllll1ed silken string- 
By night and day, o'er sea and shore, the carrier had flown, 
For of God's ways so manifold each creature knows its own. 


YIII. 
lIe press'd the billet to his lips, he bless'J it on his knees- 
"To IllY dear lord and husband: Froill Compostella these- 
... 
"\Ye have arrived in health and peace, thank God and good 
Saint James"- 
And underneath the simple lines, the lady's nan1e of nan1es. 


IX. 
" Now blessings on thee, carrier-dove!" the jo
yful Calva' 
cried ; 
"In such a flight both heart and wing vrere surely sorely 
tried; 
True ÏInage of thy 111ist.ress dear, in lllercy's errand bold, 
Thy cage shall hang in her own bower, all barr'd with good 
red gold. 



HISTORIOAL AND LEGE1.YDARY POEMS. 279 


x. 
" .A.l1d ever on thee, while thine eyes shall open to the sun, 
\VI1Ítc-handed girls shall wait and tend-my own undaunted 
one! 
Aud \vhen thou diest, no haud but hers shall lay thee in the 
· grave! 
Braye heart! that bore her errand ,vell across the stormy 
wave. " 


RAJ..VDALL JI'DOJ.VALD. 


A LEGEND OF AKTRIM. 


SIIOWIXG HOW RAXDALL l\('DOXALD OF LORN WON TIlE LAXDS OF ANTRIM 


AXD THEIR LADY. 


THE Lad
T of AntrÍIn rose with the 1norn, 
And donu'd her grandest gear; 
And her heart beat fast, when a sounding horn 
Announced a suitor near; 
Hers was a heart so full of pride, 
That love had. little room, 
Good faith, I would not wish 111e such bride, 
For all her beautiful bIoon1. 


One suitor there caIne froIH the Scottish shore, 
Long, and lithe, and grÍ1l1 ; 
And a younger one frolll Dunluce hoar, 
And the lady inclined to hiIn. 
"But harken ye, nobles both," she said, 
As soon as they sat to cline- 
" The hand HUlst prove its chieft:Únry 
That putteth a ring on luine. 
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"But not in the lists with armèd hands, 
1\1ust this devoir be done, 
Yet he who wins IllY broad, b1'oac1lands 
Their lady 111ay count as won. 
Ye both were born upon the sho1'e,- 
\Vere bred upon the sea, 
N ow let me see you ply the oar, 
For the land you love-and me ! 


"The chief that first can reach the strand, 
1\1ay mount at morn and ride, 
And his long ùay's ride shall bound his land, 
And I will be his bride !H 
l\1'QuiIlan felt hope in every vein, 
As the bold, bright lady spoke- 
And l\I'Donald glanced over his rival again, 
And bow'd with a bargeillan's stroke. 


'Tis SUl11nler upon the Antrim sho1'e- 
The shOl'
 of shores it is- 
'Yhere the white old rocks deep caves arch o'er, 
Unfatho1l1'd by luan I wis- 
'Vhere the basalt breast of our isle flings back 
The Scanùinavian surge, 
To howl through its native Scaggerack, 
Chanting the Viking's dirge. 


'Tis sum Iller-the long white lines of foam 
Roll lazily to the beach, 
And 111an and Inaid froIll every hOIne 
Their eyes o'er the ,vaters stretch. 
On Glenarnl's lofty battlelllents 
Sitteth the lady fair, 
And the warIn west wind blows softly 
Through the links of her golden hair. 
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The boats in the distant offing, 
Are nlarshall'd prow to prow; 
The boatmen cease their scoffing, 
And b('nd to the rowlocks now; 
Like glory-guided steeds they start- 
Away o'er the waves they bound; 
Each rower can hear the beating heart 
Of his brother boatman sound. 


K carer! nearer! on they COllie- 
Row, 1\1 'Donald, row! 
For Antrim's princely castle hOllie, 
Its lands, and its lady, row! 
The chief that first can grasp the strand 
l\lay mount at 1110rn and ride, 
And his long day's ride shaH bound his lantI, 
And she shall be his bride! 


He saw his rival gain a pace, 
He felt the spray in his wake- 
He thought of her who watch'd the race 
l\Iost dear for her dowry sake! 
Then he drew his skein frmn out its sheath, 
And lopt off his left hand, 
And pale and fierce, as a chief in death, 
He hurl'll it. to the strand! 


"The chief that first can grasp the strand, 
l\lay mount at morn and ride ;" 
Oh, fleet is the steed which the bloody hand 
Through AntrÍ1l1'S glens doth guide! 
An <1 legends tell that the proud ladye 
'Vould fain have been nnbanll'd, 
For the chieftain who proved his chieftaillry 
Lorded both wife and land. 
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T II E I R I S II 1V I F E. 


EARL DES:\IOND'S APOLO Gy.73 


I WOULD not give 1l1Y Irish wife 
For all the danIes of the Saxon land- 
I would not give lllY Irish wife 
For the Queen of France's hand; 
For she to me is dearer 
Than castles strong, or'lands, or life- 
An outlaw-so 1'111 near her 
To love till death lilY Irish wife. 


011, what would be this hon1e of n1Ìne- 
A ruin'd, hermit-haunted place, 
But for the light that nightly shines 
Upon its walls from I(athleen's face? 
'Vhat cOlnfort in a mine of gold- 
'Vhat pleasure in a royal life, 
If the heart within lay dead and cold, 
If I could not wedll1Y Irish wife? 


I knew the law forbade the banns- 
I knew my king abhorr'J her race- 
,,-rho never bent before their clans, 
1\1 ust bow before their ladies' grace. 
Take all IllY forfeited dOlnail1, 
I cannot 'vage with killsl11en strife- 
Take knightly gear and noble name, 
And I will keep IllY Irish wife. 


1\ly Irish wife has clear blue eyes, 
l\ly heaven by day, 111Y st.ars by lJight- 
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And, twin-like, truth and fondness lie 
"\Vithil1 her swelling bosom white. 
l\Iy Irish wife has golden hair- 
Apollo's harp had once such strings- 
Apollo's self might pause to hear 
Her bird-like carol when she sings. 


I would not give DIY Irish wife 
For all the danles of the Saxon land- 
I would not give nlY Irish wife 
For the Queen of France's hand; 
For she to lne is ùearer 
Than castles strong, or lands, or life- 
In death I would lie near her, 
And rise beside my Irish wife. 


KILDARE'S BARD ON TOURNAJIENTS. 


I. 


SIl\G not to Ille of N ormalldie, 
Its anllor'J. knights and bloodless sports, 
Its sawdust battle-fields, to nle, 
Are odious as its canting courts; 
But sing to l11e of hunting far 
The antler' d elk in Erris' vales, 
Of flying 'neath the crackling 
par, 
Off Arran, through .Atlantic gales. 


n. 
Raymond was braye, De Conrcy bold, 
Anù lIngo Lacy bred to rule- 
But I am of the race of old, 
And cannot learn in N ornlan school. 
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Sing not to me of Guisnes field, 
Or how Earl Gerald Inatch'd with kings 74_ 
I'd rather see him on his shield 
Than tilting in their wrestler rings. 


'TTVAS SO]IETIlING TllE.:..Y TO BE A BARD. 


I. 


IN long gone days when he who bore 
The potent harp from hall to hall, 
His courier running on before, 
His castlo where he chose to can; 
\Vhen y<?uthful nobles watch'd for him, 
And ladies fair, with fond regard, 
Fill'd the bright ,vine-cup to the brim, 
'Twas something then to be a bard. 


II. 


When seated by the chieftain's chair, 
The lllinstrel told his pictured tale, 
Of whence they caIne and ,vho they were, 
The ancient stock of Innisfail- 
\Vhen the gray steward of the house 
Laid at his feet the rich reward, 
Gay 11101u1rch of the long carouse, 
'Twas something then to be a bard. 


IiI. 


'T,y3.s glorious then when banners 'waved, 
And chargers neigh'd, and lances gleam'd, 
\Vhen all was to be borne or braved 
That patriot zeal desired or ùreanl'd- 
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'Twas glorious in mid-host to ride 
A king's 
-ift graceful as the 'pard, 
'Yith famous captains by his side, 
Proud of the presence of the bard. 


IV. 


'Twas glorious, too, ere age had power 
To diIn the eye or chill the blood, 
To fly to Beauty's eyening bo-wer, 
And lift fronl Beauty's brow the hood; 
To feel that Heaven's own sacred flame 
Can nIelt a heart however hard, 
To gather love by right of fame- 
'Twas glorious then to be a bard. 


TIlE BA
KSI[EE AND TIlE BRIDE. 


A FRAGl\IENT. 


I. 


o
 the landscape night and darkness, 
Sheep and shepherd sleeping lay- 
Son1ewhere far the old Inoon wander'd, 
Scarce a star vouchsafed its ray; 
'Yhile the cold breeze from the northward 
Stirr'd the finchor'd pleasure-boat, 
And thrill'd the long reeds, making music 
All along the castle-moat. 


II. 


But the sadder sound was vanquish'd 
By the gazer frolH within, 
As upon the unlighted landscape 
Broke the festal midnight din; 
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For to-night Bath Irnayn's chieftain 
Hn s brouO"ht honle his lovel,' bride 
a .', 
And her kins111ell and his clanSInel1 
Seven days at Bath IInaYll abide. 


III. 
"Hark 1" he said, "what voice of sorro\v 
Is it thus I chance to hear, 
Could they not await the 11101TOW, 
N or disturb our marriage cheer? 
Bid theln enter, though untiInely, 
Never was it truly said 
That we turn'd away the stranger, 
Or denied him board and bed I" 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


TIIE LOVE CII.A..R M. 


I. 
" ANCIEN'.r crones that shun the high ways, 
In dark woods to weave your spells- 
Holy dwellers in the by,vays, 
Erenachs of blessèd wens; 
House and lands to whoso finds IDe 
'Vhere the cure for Connor dwells I" 


. 


II. 
One went out by night to gather 
vTervain by the sumnler. star; 75 
Hosts of Leeches sought the father 
In his hall of Castlebar; 
Blessècl ,vater canle in vials 
From the wells of ancient saints; 
Vail1 their knowledge--vain their trials- 
Science wots not )-'outh's complaints. 
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III. 
" Nearer, nearer, Sister 
Iargn.ret- 
(Lest the baftled Leeches hear )-- 
Listen to me, sister dearest, 
'Tis of Love that I lie here. 
In Athenree there is a blosSOln 
1\lo1'e than all their charnlS could. do; 
There is healing in her bOSOIU, 
.AJI nlY vigor to renew. 


lY. 
" But our father hates her father- 
Deadly feud between then1 reigns- 
Peace lUn.)" come when I am sleeping 
'Yhere the lank laburnull1's weeping, 
A ud the cold green ivy creeping 
O'er the grave where nothing pains! 


Y. 


" Tell her lhen-" " Nay, brother, brother, 
Live and bope and trust to n1e; 
In a guise none can discover, 
I will be your lady's lover, 
,y 00 her here to thee, my brother, 
Ere the new moon faded be I" 


VI. 
Clad in boyish guise sits :\Iargarct, 
'Yith a harp upon her knee, 
Harping to the lovely n1Ïstress 
Of the castled Athenree- 
Chanting how, in days departed, 
All the world was truer-hcarted- 
How death only could have parted 
Love and fond Fidelity. 
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VII. 


Sighèd the lady-" Gentle minstrel, 
If such lovers e'en lived now, 
Ladies luight be found as faithful, 
But few such there are, I trow." 
Quoth the singer, also sighing, 
"N aJT, I know where one is lying 
For thy sake-know where he's dying- 
Tell n1e, shall he live or no ?" 


YIII. 


Through the green woods, blossom-laden, 
Ride the minstrel and the Inaiden, 
O'er the Robe's bright 'vaters gushing- 
He exhorting and she blushing- 
Athenree behind them far, 
Riding till the sun of even', 
Lingering late upon Ben Nephin, 
Sa,v them enter Castlebar. 


IX. 


Sat the sick heir in his chamber, 
Sore besieged by early death, 
Life and death's alternate banners 
\Vaver'd in his feeble breath; 
All the Leeches had departeù, 
"\Yhile the sad sire, broken-hearted, 
Gazes from his turret lonely, 
Thinking of his sick heir only- 
O'er his heirless lands beneath. 


X. 
"Connor! Connor! here's your blossom, 
Take her-take her to your bosom; 



HISTORICAL AND LEGENDARY POEMS. 289 


Said I not to tl'USt to rne ? 
And this reverend In:1n will wive you- 
Albeit he comes to shrive you- 
And the bridesmaid I shall be I" 


XI. 
On the turret wept the father" 
('Yhile the son beneath ,vas wed)- 
Came the priest reluctant to him- 
" Ah! I know," he cried, "he's dead I" 
" Nay, not so, my noble master, 
Young Lord Connor's conle to life I" 
" Say't again, again-speak faster-" 
" Yea, my lord-and here's his wife I" 


Q UEE'N 111 
1 R }""'8 JI ERG Y. 


RESPECTFULLY DEDICATED TO :MRS. JAl\I&S SADLIER. 


P ART I. 


I. 
CALL her not "Bloody l\Iary "-she 
'\Tho loved to set the prisoner free,76 
And dry misfortune's teaI'- 
Or, ere the ancient fraud prevail, 
Attend unto a simple tale, 
As true as we sit here. 


II 
Long years in London's dismal Towers 
O'Connor told the heavy hours, 
Unpitied al1ù unknown; 
The serf who brought tho prison bread 
Shook ominous his shagged head, 
And soard the crypt of stone; 
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'Vithin his ken, no living thing 
Save some bat clinging to the wing, 
To the wet ,yall he saw- 
'Vhile daily fainter grew his hope, 
That that dread gate vfould ever ope- 
Such then was Saxon law. 


III. 


His manly locks 'were wither'd now, 
Sorrow had trenched his joyous brow, 
Quo.ver'd the voice at whose clear call 
The tunnllt hush'd in canlp and hall, 
And trmnbled sore the limbs that once 
'Yas tireless in the chase and dance, 
And heavier than the chain he wore, 
The heart that in his breast he bore! 
Six years had pass'd since unaware, 
He fell into the Saxons' snare; 
False Francis Bryan's guest betray'd- 77 
Fronl banquet-hall in chains convey'd! 
_-\ nd well he knows what strife for power 
Rent Offill1y irolll that rash hour; 
Three kinslllen, haughty, fierce, and vain, 
Contending, rend his dear dOlllain; 
A fourth, a youth of milder lllood, 
In l\lellifont dra\ys close his hood, 
And, shuddering o'er their evil deeds, 
Seeks solace in his book and beaàs. 


IV. 


Ah! saù lTIUst fare the chieftain's child, 
Left parentless in scene so wild! 
No father's sway, no mother's art 
To guide her steps or school her heart ; 
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'Yith none to help her helplessness, 
'Vith none to cheer her loneliness, 
Drifted at mercy oÎ the storm- 
"\Vhat lTIay befall this fragile form? 
'Vhat eye keep guard? what accents plead? 
"\Vhat arm defend in hour of need? 
The fearful father turll'cl to heaven- 
By its dread Lord her life was given; 
Albeit, in his propitious day, 
It cost him little tin1e to pray; 
N ow all his soul went up in sighs 
To the good angels in the skies, 
To supplicate their guardian aid 
In ward.en of his orphan'd lllaid. 


v. 


,V oulcl that the pining captive knew, 
Sweet 1\Iarg'ret, how beloved you grew? 
How lovely \Va.s the 1110uld of grace 
That chann'd the rustics of thy race; 
How lovelier far the pious mind 
Thy beauty so devoutly shrined ; 
SeldoJll was camp or fortress sway'd 
By wiser head, or more obey'd ; 
SeldoJll were laws of kings or earls 
1\101'e potent than this orphan girl's; 
For early care gives shape and course 
To mindH that have the torrent's force, 
'Vhich else with wasteful ,vant exhaust, 
And quickly ill life's sands are lost! 
Fair 1\1arg'ret's soul had all the fire 
That mark'd in youth her captive sire, 
'Vith all the tenderness beside 
That won him to her 1uothe1"s side, 
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And who neeù ask what load of care 
For love, such Dosolns willllot bear? 


YI. 
Saint Bridget's holy sisterhood, 
Restored to their tinle
hallow'd \\rood, 
'Yatcn'd o'er her youth with zeal as true 
As lllortal maiden ever knew, 
And worthily she lived to pay 
Their priceless care in after-day. 
Of all the lore they knew to teach, 
She most pursued the English speecb,7i1 
Unthreading meaning's ll1azy round 
Until the undoubted sense was found. 
Soon all familiar and by rote 
'Vas Surrey's lay and Chaucer's note; 
'Vith many a tear she ponder'cl o'er 
The story of Sir Tb.omas l\Iore, 
And frequent flash'd her eye of jet 
At thought of his true l\Iargaret. 79 
Not for its rytlnnic IneloJy, 
Nor for its aspirations high, 
She prized the stranger's tongue; 
A higher hope, a better aim 
Than pride of lore or love of fame 
From her fond fancy sprung. 
Her sire in Saxon prison lay- 
This speech alone coulù ,vin her way! 
It might-God grant that it might-l)e 
A guide, a passport, and a key 
To win that dear sire's liberty! 


PART II. 


I. 
The Irish Sea benignall t smiled 
On the imprison'd chieftain's child; 
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The western ,vind, with friendly zeal, 
Eastward in1pell'd the willing keel; 
A cloudless morrow's sunrise shed 
Its saffron shower on HolJhead ; 
It seenl' d the smiling Heaven bless'd 
Her dauntless heart and filial quest, 
As, lighted by a fï.tithful hand, 
She lightly leap'd on Canlbria's strand. SO 
Instinct with hope, she sprung with speed 
Upon f1 rough Carnarvon steec1- 
A colt untraÌu'd to silken rein 
Or alnbling in a lady's train- 
Of foot unerring, skill'd to cross 
The wildest ridge of Penlnall-ross. 
High noon beheld the cavalcade 
At Bangor Ferry, close array'd; 
'Ylth Bangor's monks an hour they stay'd; 
Then onward sped the impatient nlaid 
Past Penlnan l\Iawr; at eve they stood 
By Aberconway's rapid flood; 
Another day, another night, 
Gave Chester's war-walls to their sight; 
By the third 1uoon their course was bent 
Along the eddying tide of Trent- 
O'er Stoke's sad field, enrich'd and red 
'Vith ashes of the Irish. dead,81 
In Simnel's spurious cause misled. 
They paused not Litchfield's tow'rs to see; 
Snatch'd brief repose at Coventry; 
O'er Duns1110re Heath at dawn they swept, 
And, ere thE' lllid watch, wearied, slept 
13ellcath the Llessèd calnl anrl shade 

aint .A..1ball's ransoln'd aLLey Blade. S ! 
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II. 
To royal Richmond's nuptial court 
Our trenlbling suitor nlust resort: 
There reigns Queen 
Iary; by her side 
Ring Philip sits in silent pride; 
Around, his glittering escort shine, 
A living, moving, l\lexic l11ine, 
I\Iingling, like nlorning in the east, 
The light and shade, grandee and priest; 
From lip to lip pass'd many a name 
Still living on the lips of falne ; 
Swart Al va and l\Iedina's duke 
Reflect their nl:1ster's cheerful look ; 
The banish'd cardinal is there, 
Grown gray ,vith early woe and care; 
Elizabeth, whose gay attire, 
Like Etna's vines, hides heart of :fire; 
Repentant Gardiner stands a-near, 
And nlany a high and puissant peer, 
And n1any a lady fine or fair, 
And many a jocund, hopeful heir. 


III. 
As when among the feather'd race, 
Assmnbled in their wonted place, 
Borne from its home by adverse blast, 
Some fate a foreign bird may cast, 
'Vhose pluJnage, rich with tropic dyes, 
Startles the native warbler's eyes- 
Such wonder seized the courtiers all, 
As, trmnbling, up the audience-hall, 
CaIne the bright Inaic1en of the 'Vest, 
In 11lournillg weeJs untimely dress'd- 
Her cheek Illade pale by carking care, 
No jewel in her turban'd hair- s3 
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Upon her troubled breast there lay 
A starry cross, her only stay- 
Through the long lash her eye that hid 
The big tear swell'd beneath the lid- 
The suppliant scroll that told her woe 
Sore shaking in her hand of snow. 


IV. 


Before the throne she flung her down, 
'Spite gal1ant's smirk and usher's frowll- 
" 
Iercy!" she cried, in accents wild, 
"Behold, rny Queen, O'Connor's child! 
The hand my orphan youth caress'd, 
The hand that night and nlorning bless'ù- 
The teaching voice, the loving face, 
"\Ve n1Íss them in his native place! 
There is no 111usic now, nor mirth 
About Offally's hostless hearth- 
Offally's fields lie bare and brown, 
Offal1y's flowers all torn and strown- 
Offally's desolate domain 
Echoes its absent master's nallle ; 
The peasant monrns, God's poor bemoan 
His woes, which truly are their own; 
Contending Tanists rive and rend 
The lordship of their fetter'd friend; 
o potent lady, by the name 
Of l\Iercy, unùer which you reign, 
(By ,lfary, l\Iother of our Lord, 
Captive to treason and the sword), 
By her who knew what 'twas to sh
d 
2.\Iaternal tears o'er Jesus dead- 
Be merciful to llline and nle, 
I beg it on IllY bended knee." 
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V. 


Troubled with thought, Queenl\Iary's brow 
Is turll'd to royal Philip now; 
Elizabeth has clench'd her hand, 
As if it held a seering brand; 
And moved her rigid lips, but hush'd 
The stormy words that upwards rush'd. 
The suppliant caught the sovereign's look, 
And guidance from its meaning took: 
"Oh, aid me) gracious Prince of Spain,"B4 
She cried in piteous piercing strain; 
H The same high blood your heart inspires 
Still animates my captive sire's; 
By your own knightly vows, I crave 
1\Iy father from his living grave- 
By that dear faith we both revere, 
l\Iy poor petition deign to hear ; 
To JOU I turn, who still have stood 
The champion of Christ's holy rood: 
True to his faith my father fell, 
By it, shall he not rise as well ?" 
King Philip bow: Ù his lofty head, 
And something to his consort said, 
'Vho, slniling, spoke, "J:!-'air maiden, well 
Your father's woes you've learn'd to tell. 
Arise! the king agrees with me ; 
Your prayer is heard! your sire is free I" 


VI. 


Joy! joy! on Barrow's bowery side, 
Joy throughout Erin far and wide; 
Rath Imayn rings ,vith jubilee- 
Its noble chief is safe and free, 
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Nor does he corne alone, 
I{ildare's young lord, and Osso1')", 
Their fathers' halls have lived to see 
And hold theIn as their own! 


FE.A. G II 111'11 UG 11. 83 


FEAGH l\I'HuGH of the lllountaill- 
Feagh l\I'Hugh of the glen- 
'Vho has not heard of the Glenmalur chief, 
And the feats of his hard-riding Inel1 ? 
CaIne you the sea-side fron1 Cannen- 
Cross'd you the plains from the 'Yest- 
No rhymer you met but could tell you) 
Of Leinster n1en who is the best. 


Or seek you the Liffey or Doc1c1er- 
Ask in the bawns of the Pale- 
Ask thenl whose cattle they fodder, 
'Yho drinks without fee of their ale. 
Fron1 Ardamine north to I{iln1ainbam, 
He rules, like a king, of few ,yorcls, 
And the l\Iarchnlen of seyen score castles 
I{eep watch for the sheen of his swords. 


The vales of I{ilmalltan are spacious- 
The hil1s of I{iln1an tan are high- 
But the horn of the Chieftain finds echoes 
From the waterside up to the sky. 
The lakes of I{ihllantan are gloomy, 
Yet bright rivers stream from them a11- 
So dark is our Chieftain in battle, 
So gay in the C
llllp or the hall. 
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The plains of Clan Saxon are fertile, 
Their Chiefs and their Tanists are brave, 
But the first step they take o'er the border, 
Just lueasures the length of a grave; 
Thirty scorè of then1 foray'd to Arklow, 
Southampton and Essex their van- 
Our Chief cross'd their way, and he left of 
Each score of them, living, a Jnan. 


Oh, many the tales that they cherish, 
In the glens of I{ilrnantan to-day, 
And though church, rath, and nativo speech perish, 
His glory's untouch'ù by decay. 
Feagh l\1'Hugh of the lnountain- 
Feagh l\I'Hugh of the glen- 
'Vho has not heard of the Glenrnalur Chief, 
And the feats of his hard-riding men? 


LAJIENT OF TIlE IRISH CIIILDRE.LV L}[PRISO}'
ED LV THE 
TO JVER.SG 


I. 


FOR deep-valley'd DeS1110nd we sigh and we ,veep, 
The Funcheon andl\laigue :flow on through our sleep, 
And our eyes wax dim as the red clouds rest 
Like an advanced guard o'er our destined West. 


II. 


Oh! who ,vill break us these walls of stone? 
011! who will list to op.r hapless moan? 
Oh! who will bear us forever, far 
From London Tower toward yondor star? 
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III. 


Children of Chieftains, ,ve pine in chains, 
Sighing in vain for our flower-strewn plains; 
The ill wind that swept us so far away, 
Flung ns on stones, not on kintlred clay. 


lYe 


'Ve look through these loops on the Saxon swine 
Carousing abroad over ale and wine, 
And their speech is familiar to us as to theirs, 
'Vllile om. own sounds strange in our Gaelic ears. 


v. 


Oh! land without love! oh! halls ,vithout song! 
How luckless the ,yeak race who find you strong! 
Chivalry grows not on English ground, 
N or can ßlel'cy about its throne be found. 


VI. 


The day shall come lllell will doubt tho tale 
Of the captive children of Innisfail- 
They will doubt that false England made a prey 
Of orphans lured from their homes a way. 


VII. 


Our mothers' eyes may gra,v dÏ1n with tears, 
Our fathers may barb their blunted spears, 
But this tower our charnel-house shall be, 
Ere our lost we gain, or our land we see. 


VIII. 


Oh 1 Blessed Virgin, who saw thy Son 
In a hostile city worse set upon, 
Be Thou unto us brother, lllother, and priest... 
And let OUF poor heads on your bosom rest. 
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IX. 
Farewell to Desmond! farewell Loch Lene ! 
To Adare's rich feast, and to Thurles Green! 
Farewell to old scenes, and friends, and songs- 
Death chains us forevor to the land of our wrongs! 


TIlE POET'S PROPIIECY.67 


I. 
By the Druid's stone I slept, 
'Vhile my dog his vigil kept, 
And there on the mountain lone, 
By that old ,veird-rising stone, 
Visions wrapt rne round, and voices 
Spoke the word my soul rejoices. 


II. 
"Bard! the stranger's roof shall fal1- 
Grass shan grow in Norman ball- 
l\lileadh's race shall rise again, 
Lords of mountain and of glen; 
Nial's blood and Brian's seed, 
ICnown for kingly word and deed- 
OlIamh's skill an
l Ogn1a's lore, 
TÌ1ne to Banbha ,,,ill restore. 


III. 
ce Destiny has doom'd it so! 
ThTOUgh pass of death and waves of woe, 
Banbha's sons shall con1e and go; 
Twelve score years a foreign brood 
Shall warm them in the native blood- 
Shall lord it in the fields of Eri, 
Till her S011S of life are weary. 
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IV. 
"When the 10Dg-wrol1g'dlnen of Eri 
Of their very lives are weary- 
In that hour, from cave and rath, 
1\Iighty souls shall :find a path- 
They who won in Gaul dominion;_ 
They who cut the eagle
s pinion; 
They of the prophetic race; ts
 
They of the fierce blood of Thrace; 
 
They who ßlan and 
Iona lorded,!fí) 
Shall regain the land and guard it." 


v. 


So, upon that n10untain lone, 
By the gray, ,veird-rising stone, 
Visions wrapt 111e round, and voices 
Spoke the 'word IllY soull'ejoices. 


TIIE S UJIJIOJ..VS OF ULSTER.91 
AR!tI! arm! ye men of Ulster, for battle to the death! 
ArIn to defend your fathers' fielùs, and shield your fathers' 
faith! 
They are coming! they are coming! the foe is gathering 
near! 
Arm for your rich inheritance, and for your altars dear! 
The)" have sworn to rase from out Tyr-Owen the old Hy-Nial 
line; 
They have sworn to spare no sacred thing, nor sex, nor holy 
shrine; 
They have sworn to Inake the Brehons as elks rare on onr 
hills ; 
They have vow'd to God to perish here, or work their evil 
wills. 
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They say the Queen of England is the Queen of Innishowen- 
That Hugh O'Neil lllust be her earl, or else be overthrown- 
That Hugh Roe, our own, must kneel to her, and TJl'connel 
be no more, 
And an unbelieving bishop sit where Saint Patrick sat of 
yore. 
And they will håve us beard ourselves in their own boyish 
trim, 
And put loyal-fashion'd garments on every Irish limb- 
And our island-harps be broken, and our bards be turn'd 
away- 
For the minstrel true lllUSt follow still the fortunes of his 
lay! 


N ow swear we by our fathers' gra Yes, and by the wives we've 
wed, 
And by the true-begotten heirs of each honest lllarriage-bed, 
And by our bless'd Apostle, they shaH perish one and a11, 
Ere they lord it thus o'er broad Tyr-Owen, Armagh, and 
Donegal! 
U nfoId our standards on the hills, and bid the heralds forth, 
Let thenl blow their chal1e1Jges abroad through all the 
valley'd N orth- 
Let them summon every spearsillan from Lough Ra1110r to 
Lough Foyle, 
Fronl Dundalk's bay of battles to the far-off Tory's Isle! 


Aud if t.hey ask for Hugh O'Neil and the O'Donnell Roe, 
Bid them meet their trusted princes by the falls of Assaroe- 
Let the curraghs of Fermanagh rot on fair Lough Erne's 
shore- 
Let the fishers of Lough Swil1y fling asìde the peaceful 
oar- 
Let the lllell of Ardnarigh leave their dogs upon the track, 
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And the pilgrim froln Saint Patrick's Isle to the try sting 
hurry back; 
And, as over the deep-valley'd North the challenge thus they 
blow, 
Bid thelll meet their trusted Princes by the Falls of Assaroe. 


SONG 0 F 0' DON
VELL IJ.V SPAIN. 


CORUN
A, WIXTER OF lß03. 


I. 
OH, wild and wintry is the night, and lonely is the hour, 
TInt I wish I were far off at sea, in spite of storm and shower, 
So that the dawn Illig-ht see 1ne cast upon the Irish coast- 
80 that I had regain'd my land, whatever might be lost 1 
No headland gray, so far away 
From house or place could be, 
But the voice of kin would bid l11e in, 
And welcome back froin sea. 


II. 
Full pleasant is the land of Spain, and kind my lord the King, 
And sweetly to the willing ear the Spanish minstrels sing; 
But in my ear the song of love sounds iùle and profane, 
Until I clasp IllY ouly one-n1Y native land again. 
No headland gray, so far away 
Fron1 honse or place could be, 
But the voice of kin would bid me in, 
And welcome back Ironl sea. 


III. 
Oh, happy is the beaten Lirù, that Irolll the billowy 'Vest, 
At fall of eve can still return in Erin to her nest; 
Oh, happy i
 the fond sea wave, that, when the stonns cease, 
Can fling itself at Erin's feet, and breathe its last in peace. 
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No headland gray, so far away 
From house or place could be, 
But the voice of kin would bid Ine in 2 
And welcome back from sea. 


IV. 


Blow, blow, ye winds, and fly ye clouds, let day and night be 
sped, 
God. speed the hour, and haste the help, by Spain long proIu" 
ised; 
But help who n1ay, God speed the day, and send His strong 
wind forth, 
To bear O'Donnell's flag again to combat in the North. 
No headland gray, so far away 
From house or place could be, 
But the voice of kin would bid me in, 
And ,velcome back from sea. 


LOST, LOST AR.JIADA. 


I. 


O:NE by one Inen die on shore, 
Falling as the brown leaves fall; 
Daily some one doth deplore 
A sleeper in a sable pall. 
Slowly single coffins pass 
To cold crypts beneath the grass; 
But on sea-oh, misery! 
Death is frantic-death is free; 
So they found who sailed with thee, 
Lost, lost .A..rmada ! 
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II. 
'Yhat an Oriental sho,v 
Thine was on the Biscayan tide; 
'Vell might Philip's bOSOlll glow 
'Vhel1 his po,ver you glorified; 
Indian wealth and Flemish skill, 
Spanish pride and Roman will, 
Borne on every carvel's prow; 
'Yhere are all your splendors now? 
Fallen like gems from Philip's brow, 
Lost, lost Armada! 


III. 
"\Vater-demons beat the deep- 
Lir, the sea-god, waked in rage- 
Sped his couriers forth from sleep- 
None his anger durst assuage; 
Then the god-demented seas 
'Vhitened round the Hebrides, 
On Albyn's rocks, on Erin's sands, 
Banshees wrung their briny hands, 
l{eening for your perishecl b:!.nds, 
Lost, lost Armada! 


IV. 
Fifteen hundred men of Spain 
Sunk in sight of l{nocknarea; 
Twice a thousand strove in vain 
To reach Jour harbors, Tyrawley! 
01! they have not even a grave 
In the land they caIne to save; 
Only penitent Ocean nloans 
O'er their white, far-drifting bones, 
Blends with it Erin's groans. 
Lost, lost A.rmada ! 
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LAY 0 F T II E L 
1 S T JIO.LV IC 0 F 111 U C R US S. 


I. 


IF I forget thee, 
Irrelagh! lrrelagh !92 
If I forget thee, 
Irrelagh ! 
l\lay the tongue ungrateful cleave 
To IllY mute mouth's eave, 
And the hand of my body wither- 
Irrelagh ! 


II. 


,V oe, woe to the hand, 
Irrelagh! Irrelagh! 
,y oe to the guiTty hOand, 
Irrelagh! 
The hand the godless spoiler laid 
On prayer-worn cell aDd sacred sbade, 
And thy lustrous altars- 
Irrelagh ! 


III. 


An ever-shining lalllP, 
Irrelag h! Irrelag h ! 
An ever-shilling lamp, 
Irl'elag 11 ! 
'Vert thou o'er valley and o'er wave, 
Taking only what you gave- 
'rho oil of Aaron- 
Irrelagh ! 
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IV. 
I am worn and gray, 
Irrelagh! Irrelagh! 
I fUll worn and gray, 
Irrelagh! 
Night and silence brooding o'er me, 
Death upon the road before me, 
'Vhile I kneel to bless thee- 
lrrelagh ! 


v. 

Iay the myriad blessings, 
Irrelagh! Irrelagh! 
l\lay the IllJTiad blessings, 
Irrelagh ! 
Of all the saints in heaven, 
Through all tinle to COIne be given, 
To hÜn ,vho builds thee up- 
Irrelagh ! 


VI. 
For rebuilt thou shalt be, 
Irrelagh! Irrelagh I 
Rebuilt thou shalt be, 
Il'relagh ! 
.A.t new altars like the old, 
Shining bright with gen1s and gold, 
Ancient rites shall be renewed- 
Irrelagh ! 


THE 0 UTL
11VED EARL.93 


I. 
DOWN through Desmond sailing, 
Come the sea-flocks wailing, 
Storms without prevailing 
On the win try Sf'a. 
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Deep the snows that cover 
All the landf)cape over, 
Nor Rapparee nor rover 
Far to-night will be. 


II. 


Yet, ah! yet, remember, 
In this .wild N oVeInber, 
",Vho, without an ember, 
Ray, or rushlight, bides- 
'Vho, in all the nation, 
Fill'd the highest station- 
",Vho, in desolation, 
Hunted, homeless, hides! 


III. 


Some highland he-rds concealing 
In his wretched shieling, 
The Lord for whose revealing 
Golden sna:res are spread,- 
Alllnerciless the victor 
Of our noble Hector, 

Iay God be his protectoJ;, 
The God for whom he bled I 


IV. 
This shall be Deslllond's glory, 
Unknown in Norman story, 
That the cross he bore, he 
Bore for Christ's dear sake. 
Brother after brother, 
Another and another, 
Fcll so, yet no other 
Part would any take. 
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v. 
Death can but deliver 
FroIll lnan's worst endeavor, 
. Then ,,,ill Christ forever 
l\Iake His own of thee ; 
For lost realm and palace- 
For man's deadly Inalice- 
His all-saving chalice 
Shall Jour banquet be 1 


VI. 
Down through Desmond sailing 
Come the sea-flocks wailing, 
Storms without prevailing 
On the \vintry sea ; 
The hour may now be nearing, 
"\Yhen you, Death's chaUénge hearing, 
Answer, all unfearing, 
" l\Iaster, I follow Thee I" 


SIR GAIlIR O'DOGIIBRTY'S l1IESSAGE.9f 
SHALL the children of Ulster despair? 
Shall .A..ileach but echo to groans? 
Shall the line of Conn talnely repair 
To the charnel, and leave it their bones? 
Sleeps the soul of O'Neill in Tyrone? 
Glance no axes around by Lough Erne? 
Has Clan Randall the heart of a stone? 
Does O'Boy Ie hide his head in the fern? 
Go, tell them O'Dogherty waits- 
"\Vaits harness'd and mounted and aU, 
That his pikestaves are made by the gates- 
That his beil 's by the white waterfall 1 
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. 


Say, he turneth his back all the sea, 
Though the sail flaps to bear hiIn afar! 
Sa
y, he never win falter or flee, 
\Yhile t.en men are found willing for war! 


Bid them lllark his death-day in their books, 
And hide for the future the tale; 
But insult not his co:rpse with cold looks, 
Nor remember him over their ale. 
If they COlne not in anTIS and in rage, 
Let thmn stay, he can battle alone- 
For one flag, in this fetter-'worn age, 
Is still flying in free Innishowen ! 


If the children of Chieftains you see, 
Oh, pause and repeat to thern then, 
That Cahir, who lives by the sea, 
Bids theIn think of hilli, when they are men; 

ids the!11 watch for new' Chiefs to arise, 
And be ready to come at their ca11- 
Bids the111 mourn not for hin1 if he dies, 
But like hÏ1n live to conqner or fall ! 


TIlE RAPPAREES.95 


I. 


WHEN the hand of the Tyrant was heavy and strong 
On our island, and hush'cl was the psalm and the song; 
'Yhen hourly the blood of the unarm'd ,vas spilt; 
'Yhen the worship of God was dee.ln'd treason and guilt; 
'Yhen sIayes' hearts were as callous as live hearts could bJ, 
"\Vho requited the ,yronger ?-the fierce Rapparee! 
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II. 
Nay, sn1Ìle as you win, they were real heroes then; 
O'er a quagn1Ìre of terror, they, ouly, tower'd Incn! 
The He::;sian was lord of the plain, but the hill 
"\Yas a fortress unWOll from the free native still,- 
He shelter'd the poor, set the law's victÏIll free, 
In his high court of judgment-the proud Rapparee! 


III. 


The wild was his house, and the heather his bed, 
And the cold stone the pillow that held up his head; 
But the Hessian that lay in his treble-strong keep 
,y üuld have givf'n his eyes for so dreanlless a sleep. 
His soul frl')lll all foul stains he ever kept free; 
"I want only IllY own! "-said the stout Rapparee. 


IY. 


Nor was his life joyless, for oft in the shade 
Of the summer woods son1bre his banquet he made; 
.And, like" the good people," whoever pass'd by, 
He cha1'1n'd to the ring of his wild revelry; 
Oft, too, he nàventur'd the waJl'd towns to see, 
Anù Inas1\:' d in their markets-the rash Rapparee ! 


v. 
At evening his music was heard froln the rath, 
And the sprite-fearing herd turn'd aside from his path; 
'Vhen the lowland deer-hunters the long 
hase gave o'er, 
He follow'd, and horneward its broad honörs bore; 
And the sahnoI1, for hÏ1n, seem'd to swim from the sea, 
.Anll the mountain-birds bred for the stout Rapparce! 


YI. 


Oh! l1aIl1e t11mn not slightingly, mete then1 no scorn, 
Nor Brayoes, nor Thugs they, nor men basely born- 
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O'Connors and I{avanaghs, heirs of the East, 
O'Dowds and O'Flaherties, old in the 'Vest; 
0'0<-'\,1'1'011, O'I{elly, O'Reilly, l\lac Nee- 
Are all na111es that were borne by the brave Rapparee. 


VII. 
Oh! name them not slightingly, mete theln no scorn, 
Was not Redmond true heir to the vales of the l\Iourne 
'Vas not Cahir, who hunted the soft Harrow's side, 
An O'Dempsey as true as e'er ruled it in pride? 
'Yas not Donald O'!(eeft'e, of the old Desmond tree, 
'Yith the crown at its root-a renown'd Rapparee? 


VIII. 
Oh! call thmll not brigands, those chiefs in decay, 
.A.nd weigh not their deeds in the scales of to-day; 
Let sick children and gossips turn pale at the name, 
But just men to brave men give fairness and fame. 
Let us try them, and test them, and shame to us be 
If we still blame the nall1e of the wrong'd Rapparee! 


AFTER TilE FLIGHT/.;96 
SEPTE:YBER, 1607. 


I. 
FAR on the sea, to-night, ye are-ye noble 
Princes anù captains brave, and ladies lorn, 
And ship-pent children, happy in your trouble- 
'Vho know not to what trials yon are born. 


II. 
Far 011 the sea-110 gleam from any offing, 
No star in the mirk sky to guide you on, 


. This poem was, I think, the last written by Mr. McGee for the Dublin 
J.ration; It appearefl in that paper on the 14th of March, 18G8, less than a 
month before his death.-ED. 
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While here, your foes exultingly are scoffing 
At all :rour clansmen-now that you are gone. 


III. 


No port in sight-no nobly lighted mansion 
To greet ye in, lords of the open hand! 
Cleaving I see you by the sea-wash'c1 stanchion, 
Pra:ring for any but your native land. 


IV. 


For any land where God's llame stirs devotion- 
For there some Christian prince would bid you hail- 
For any star to light safe through this ocean 
To any shore, the Chieftains of the Gael. 


v. 


Gone from your land, you once made so resplendent 
'Vith your achievements; darkness shrëuds us o'er; 
On yon our hopes and prayers have gone attendant 
To serve their season on another shore. 


VI. 


For God in heaven will not permit forever 
This exile of our greatest and our best, 
'Vho, for the Faith, in life-long leal endeavor 
U phelc1 the holy Crusado of the 'Vest. 


VII. 


They will return! 0 God, the joy and glory 
Of t}lat proud day to all the race of Conn- 
They will retnrl), and in their after story 
Find solace for the 'woes they've unc1ergone. 
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R 0 R Y D 
1 L L 'S LA. ...11 E .LV TAT ION .97 


AIR-" J[a Ooleen dlias crl.lithe 11a boo" 


I. 


AH, where is the noble 011e vanish'd ? 
I look through the day and the night; 
The sun and the north-star are steadfast, 
But my Eri is fled from my sight! 
The 11l0untainous Albyn I clanlber, 
And )10na of winds I can see, 
",Vild "\Vallia still frowns on the ocean, 
But nlY Eri is hidden frolll me. 


II. 


",Vho passeth, all shrouded in sable, 
J\Ioal1ing low like a wandering wind? 
",Vhat voice is this wailing? I fear 111e 
'Tis one that should madden my 111ind. 
o Eri! IllY saint and lUY lady- 
011! lllusicn1, beautiful, brave; 
"\Yhy, why do you pass like a shadow 
That sl11iles on the sleep of a slaye? 


III. 


If these dark eyes were bright as the falcon's, 
If my sonl would fly with me away, 
And giye 111e to-lllOlTOW with Eri, 
Death might have nle for asking next clay. 
For wl1at is my life ,,-ithout Eri? 
A harp with the base of it gone; 
And glory? a bright golden goblet, 
",Yhen the wine that should fill it is done! 
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IV. 


Oh! had I my foot on Jour \leather, 
,Yith lTIY harp and n1Y hound in lIlY hen, 
:N 0 door but would play on its binges 
To have Rory Dall cOIning again. 
Ah, potent the spell that would sever 
1Uy Eri and me evermore- 
The angel of judgment might part us, 
'Ye could not be parted before! 


TIlE LAST O'SULLIVAN BEARE.98 


ALL alone, all alone, where the gladsome vine is growing, 
All alone by the "
aves of the Tagus darkly flowing, 
N () Inorning brings a hope for hirrl, nor any evening cheer 
To O'Sullivan Beare, through the seasons of the year. 


He is thinking, ever thinking, of the hour he left Dunbuie, 
His father's staff fell from his hand, his mother ,vept wildly; 
His brave young brother hid his face, his lovely sisters twain, 
How they wrung their maiden hands to see hin1 sail away 
for Spain. 
They were Helen bright and Norah staid, who In their 
f:tther's hall, 
Like sun and shadow, frolick'<1 round the grave anllorial 
wall. 
In COll1postella's cloisters he found many a pictured saint, 
But the spirits boyhood canonized no human hand can 
pain t. 


All alone, all alone, where the gladsome vine is growing, 
All alone by the wave of the Tagus darkly flowing, 



316 HISTORICAL .AND LEGE].,-D.A.RY POEJIS. 


No morning brings a hope for hilll, 1101' any evening cheer 
To O'Sullivan Beare, through the seasons of the year. 


Oh! sure he ought to take a ship anù sail back to DUl1buie- 
He ought to sail back, back again, to that castle o'er the sea; 
His father, lllother, brother, his lovely sisters twain, 
'Tis t.hey would raise the roof with joy to see hinl back from 
Spain. 
Hush! hush! I cannot tell it-the tale will lllake me wild- 
He left it, that gray castle, in age ahllost a child; 
Seven long years ,,-ith Saint James's friars he cQnn'd the page 
of n1Ïght, 
Seven long years for his father's roof was sighir_ß every 
night. 


Then came a caravel from the North, deep freighted, full of 
woe, 
His houseless family it held, their ci!stle it lay low; 
Saint James's shrine, through ages famed as pilgrim haunt 
of yore, 
Saw never ,vanderers so wrol1ged upon its scallop'd shore. 


Yet it was sweet, their first grief l)ast, to watch those two 
sweet girls 
Sit by the sea, as mernlaiden hold watch o'er hidden pearls- 
To see them sit and try to sing for that sire and mother old, 
O'er whose heads five score winters their thickening snows 
had roll'd. 


To hear thenI sing and pray in song for thnn in deadly 
work, 
Their gallant brothers battling for Spain against the Turk. 
Corunna's port at length they reach, and seaward ever stare, 
'V ondering what belates the ship their brothers h0111e should 
bear. 
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Joy! joy! it comes-their Philip lives I-ah! Donald is no 
more; 
Like half :.'1 hope one son kneels do,vn the exiled two before; 
They spoke no requiem for the dead nor blessing for the 
liying ; 
The tearless heart of parentage has broken with its grieving. 


Two pillars of a ruin'd pile-two old trees of the lan<.1- 
Two voyagers on a sea of grief, long sufferers hand in haud; 
Thus, at the wofnl tidings told, left life and all its tears, 
So died the wife of many a spriDg, the chief of au hundred 
years. 
One sister is a black-veil'd nun of Saint Ursula, in Spain, 
And one sleep
 coldly far beneath the troubled Irish 111ail1 ; 
'Tis Helen bright who ventured to the arIl1S of her true lover, 
But Cleella's stormy tides now roll the radiant girl over. 


All alone, all alone, where the gladsome vine is growing, 
.A.11 alone by the ",aye of the Tagus darkly flowing, 
No Illorning brings a hope for hin1, nor any evening cheer 
To O'Sullivan Beare, through the seasons of tbe year. 


BROTIIER MICIIAEL.90 


WHEN the wreck of noble houses 
Strew'd the land, as the Arn1ada 
Strew'd the iron beach of Erris- 
In those days when faith anù science 
Shared the fate of ancient lineage, 
And the holy Il1en-the planets 
On this earthly side of heaven- 
Fac1ed fron1 the blank horizon; 
Then, when no lllall could dete1'lnine 
If the present or the future 



318 lII:)TORICAL .A
YD LEa-E_YD_t 1: Y POEJfS. 


Show'Ll 1110st darkly, came a stranger 
FroIll a distant shore, to gather 
And to save the old memorials 
Of the noble 
nd the holy, 
'" 
Of the chiefs of ancient lineage, 
Of the saints of wondrous virtues; 
Of the 011 alllhs, and the Brehons, 
Of the Bards and of the Betaghs, 
That they Inight not die forever; 
How he caIne, and ho,v he labor'd, 
'''''hat he suffer'd, what adventured, 
That he nlight preserve the story 
Of the dear ancestral Island, 
That should never be forgotten! 


Not a stranger, Jet a stranger 
'Yas the patient pale explorer; 
Born the heir of bardic honors, 
'Yhere I
ilbarron, like a topsail, 
Soars above the North Atlantic- 
Better days in green Tyrconnell, 
High beside its chiefs had found hin1 
Seated at the festal table; 
N ow, poor brother of Saint Francis, 
Less than priest and more than layman. 
On the thresholù of the chancel 
He is "
ell content to hover; 
So that, fare and garb provided, 
Titne to pray, and time to labor 
In the work his soul delighted, 
It nlÍght prosper-let him perish I 


Looking l10rthwarJ from the city 
By the Egyptian call'd Ebl!1na, 
*' Dublin. 
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"\Ve can trace the careful stages 
Of the constant Brother l\Iichael ! 
"\Ye can trace him where the Slaney 
Spreads its waves around Beg-Erin, 
Hol;r isle of Saint Iberius! 
'Yhere the gables of Dunbrody 
Stand the proof of Hervey's penance,IOO 
By the junction of the rivers; 
'Yhere the golden vale of Cashel 
Leads the pilgrim to the altar- 
Tu the tabernacles glorious, 
Shining froln that rocky altar; 
"\Yhere, in beauteous desolation, 
Like Sain t 
Iary in the desert, 
Quin's fair abbey pleaas with heaven. 


Looking north ward fronl the city 
By the Eg'yptian call'd Eblana, 
"\Ye can trace the careful stages 
Of the constant Brother :\Iichael, 
"\Vhere the Boyne, historic river, 
Dear to Cornlac and Cllchullin, 
Stretches seaward, sa<1 anù solemn, 
Loth to leave the plain of Ta.ra; 
'Vhere the lakes and knolls of Cavan 
Echo to the sound of harping; 
Fronl the yet ullconquer'd forests, 
"\Vhere Lough Erne's arbor islands 
"\Vaft their fragrance to the mountains; 
Thence to the ancestral region 
Turns the constant Brother 
Iichael- 
"\Vith the gleanings of his travel, 
"\Yith the spoils of nlany ruins, 
"\Vith tho pe<ligr
es of nobles, 
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'Vith the trophies of his Order, 
'Vith the title-deeds of races, 
'Yïth the acts oi Saints and Prophets; 
N ever into green Tyrconnell 
Came such spoil as Brother l\lichael 
Bore before him on bis palfrey! 
By the fireside in the 'winter, 
By the sea-side in the SUlnmer, 
'Vhen your children al'e around you, 
And the theme is love of 
ountry; 
'Yhen you speak of heroes dying 
In the charge, or in the trenches; 
'Vhell you tell of Sarsfi(;)ld's daring, 
Owen's genius, Brian's wisdom, 
Enlmet's early grave, or Grattan's 
Life-long epic of devotion; 
Fail not, then, my friend, I charge you, 
To recall the 110 less noble 
Name and 'works of Brother l\Iichael, 
,y orthy chief of the Four l\lasters, 
Saviors of our country's annals I 


TIlE FO UR MASTERS. 


l\IANY altars are in Banba, 
l\Iany chancels hung in white, 
l\Iany schools, and lilany abbeys, 
Glorious ill our father's sight; 
Yet w hene' er I go a pilgrim, 
Back, dear Holy Isle, to thee, 
l\Iay my filial footsteps bea
' me 
To that Abbey by the Sea,- 
To that Abbey roofless, doorless, 
Shrineless, monkless, tho' it be ! 
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These are days of swift upbuilàing, 
An to pride and triulllph tends; 
Art is liegeman to Religion, 
Genius speaks, and Song ascends. 
As the day-bealll to the sailor, 
Lighting up the wreckers' shore, 
So the !)resent lustre shineth 
Ou the barrenness before,-- 
But no glean1 rests on that Abbey, 
Silent by Tyrconnel's shore. 


Yet I hear them in n1Y musings, 
Anù I see thenl as I gaze, 
Four meek 111en around the cresset, 
'Yith the scrolls of other days; 
Four un yçearied scribes w 110 treasure 
Every 'YOI'd and every line, 
Saving- every ancient sentence 
As if writ by hands divine. 


Ou their calm, do,vn-bended foreheads, 
Tell 111e what is it you read? 
Is there lllalice or ambition, 
In the win, or in the deed? 
Oh, no! no! the Angel Duty 
Calmly lights the dusky wans, 
And their four worn right hands follow 
"\Yhere i,he Angel's radiance fa.lls. 


Not of Fame, and not of Fort,une, 
Do these eager penslnen dream; 
Darkness shrouds the hills of Banba, 
Sorrow sits by every strealU; 
One by ono the lights that led her, 
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Hour by hour were quench'd in gloom; 
But the patient, sad, Four l\Iasters, 
Toil on in their lonely rOOlli- 
Duty thus defying Doorll. 


As the breathing of the 'west wind 
Over bound ana bearded sheaves, 
As the munTIur in the bee-hives, 
Softly heard Oll SUffilner eves, 
So the rustle of the yelhul1, 
So the anxious voices sound, 
So the deep expectant silence 
Seenls to listen all around. 


Brightly 011 the ..ctbbey gable 
Shines the full Illoon thro' the night, 
'","hile far to the north ward glances 
All the bay in waves of light. 
Tufted isle, and splinter'd headland, 
Slnile and soften in her ray, 
Yet within their dusky chamber, 
The 11leek l\Iasters toil assay, 
Finding all too short the day. 


N o'v they kneel! attend tl
e accents 
From the souls of monrners wrung; 
Hear the soaring aspirations, 
Barb'd with the ancestral tongue; 
For the houseless sons of Chieftains, 
For their brethren afar, 
For the 11lourning l\Iother Island, 
These their aspirations are. 


And they said, before uprising, 
"Father, grant one other prayer- 
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Bless the lord of l\Ioy-O'Gara, 
Bless his lady, and his heir; 
Send the gen'rons chief, whose bounty 
Cheers, sustains us in our task, 
Health, success, renOWll, salvation- 
Father! this is all we ask." 


Ob! that we who now inherit 
All their trust, ,vith half their toil, 
'Vere but fit to trace their footsteps 
Through the .....\..n11a18 of the Isle; 
Oh! that the bright Angel, Duty, 
Guardian of our tasks might be, 
Teach us as she taught our ::\Iasters, 
In that Abbey by the Sea, 
Faithful, grateful, just, to be! 


A PllA YER FOR FEAR GAL O'GARA. 


WRITTE
 ON A BLANK LEAF OF O'DONOYA:N'S "FOUR MASTERS." 


A PEAYEn. fot" Feargal! Lord of Leyney- 
He for w h0111 this book was written, 
By the life-devote
 1\lasters- 
Brother l\lichael and his helpers! 


l\lay the generous soul of Feargal, 
In the n1ansions of the bless'd, 
By the learnèd, gifted elders, 
All whose love had elsewise perish'd-- 
By the countless saints of Erin, 
By the pilgrims to the Jordan, 
By the noble chiefs victorious, 
Over nlllife's Rinf111 cOlubats- 
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Dwell forever, still surrounded; 
As he gather'd up their actions, 
As he dre,v their names around him 
In these pages may he find theIn, 
Still around him and about him, 
In beatitude forever! 


Oh! forever and forever, 
Benedictions shower upon him, 
Brighter glories shine around hÜl1, 
And the million prayers of Erin, 
Rise like incense up to heavan, 
Still for Feargal, Lord of Leyney! 


SONNET-TO KILB.A.RRO
V OASTLE.tOl 


BROAD, blue, and deep, the Bay of Donegal 
Spreads north and Bouth and far a-,vest before 
The beetling cliffs sublime, and shatter'd wall 
'Yhere the O'Clery's name is known no more. 
ICilb3rron, many castle n
llncs are sung 
In deathless verse they less deserved than thee,- 
The Rhine-tow'rs still endure in Germ.an tongue; 
Gray Scotland's keeps in Scottish poesy; 
In chronicles of Spain, and songs of France, 
Full many a grim chateau and fortress stands; 
And Albion's genius, strong as Dther's lance, 
Guards her old 111ansions 'n1Ïd their alter'd lands; 
Home of an hundred annalists, round thy hearths, alas! 
The churlish thistles thriye, and the dull graveyard grass. 
ASHAN.EE, July, ]8JG. 
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"I N-F ELI..:! F ELI X. "W2 


"\Y HY is his name unsung, oh minstrel host? 
'Yhy do yon pass his Inemory like a ghost? 
'Yhy is no rose, no laurel, on his grave? 
'Vas he not constant, vigilant, and brave? 
"\Vhy, when that hero-age you deify, 
'Vhy do you pass" In-felix Felix" by? 


He rose the first-he looms the morning star 
Of the long, glorious, unsuccessful war; 
England abhors him! has she not abhorr'd 
All who for Irelan d ventured life or word? 
"\Yhat menlory would she not have cast away, 
r
rhat Ireland hugs in her heart's heart to-day? 


He rose in wrath to free his feHor'd land- 
"There's blood, there's Saxon blood, upon his band." 
Ay, so they say!-three thousand, less or 11101'e, 
He sent untÜnely to the Stygian shore,- 
They were the keepers of the prison-gate- 
He slew thenl, his ,,,hole race to liberate. 


o clear-eyed poets! ye who can descry 
Through vu1gar heaps of dead where heroes lie-- 
Ye to whose glance the primal n1Ïst is clear- 
Behold there lies a trampled noble here! 
Shall 'we not leave a mark? shall we not do 
Justice to OIle so hated anJ so true? 


If eV'll his hand and hilt were so distain'd,-- 
If he was guilty, as be has been ù1arned, 
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His death redeenl'd his life-he chose to die 
Rather than get Lis freedoITl ,,,ith a lie. 
Plant o'er Lis gallant heart a laurel tree, 
So lTIay his head within the shadow be. 


I mourn for thee, 0 hero of the N orth- 
God judge thee gentler than we do on earth! 
I mourn for tLee, and for our land, because 
She dare not own the }lJartyrs in our cause; 
But they, our poets, they \vho justify- 
They will n.ot let thy mmnory rot or die! 


TIlE CON.LVA UGIIT CIIIEF'S FARE1VELL. 


[Scene-Galway Bay after sunset. A Co
naught Ch!ef anù his daughter on 
the deck of a departing ship. Time-lG':>2. A few days after the surrender 
of Galway city to the Parli.mlCntarians.] 


" l\ly DAUGHTER! 'tis a deadly fate that turns us out to sea, 
Leaying our hearts behind us, where our hopes no more 
can be; 
The fate that lifts our anchor, and swells our sail so wide, 
",Yill have us far fronl sight of land ere morning's on the 
tide. 
""\Yhy does the darkness lower so deep upon the Galwa.y 
shore? 
"\Yill no kind beam of moon or star shine on the cliffs of 
1\loher? 
:ß.ly child, you need not banish so the heart's dew fronl 
your eye, 
"\Ve cannot catch an utn10st glimpse of .A.rran sailing by. 


" Thus all that was worth fighting for, for ever pass'd away, 
The true hea"rts all were given to death, the living turn'd 
to clay; 
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No wonder, then, the sluunefacecl shore should veil itself 
in night, 
"\Vhen slaves slee
" thickly on the land, why should the 
sky be bright? 


h Yes, thus their light should yanish, as vanish'J first their 


ca use, 
Its hills should perish from our sight, as sunk its native 
laws, 
Its valleys froln our souls be shut like chalices defiled, 
Nought have J now to lo-;'e or serve, but God and you, my 
child. " 


" 1\ly father dear-my father, what makes you talk so wild? 
To God place next your country, and after her, Jour child; 
Though the land be dark behind us, and the sea all dÏ1n 
before, 
A morrow and a glory yet shall da'wn on Conn aught's 
shore. 


"'''''hat though foul Fortune has her will, and stern Fate 
fills onr sail, 
The slaves that sleep nUlst waken up, 1101' can the wrong 
prevail; 
,Yhat though they broke our altars down, and roll'd our 
Saints in dust, 
They could not pluck theIll fronl that Heayen in which they 
had their trust." 


"
lay God and his Saints protect you, my own girl, wise 
as fair, 
An angel ,vrestling' with nlY will, indeed you ever 'vere; 
011, 
ure, when young hearts hold such hope, and youn
 
hpaJs hold such thought, 
Defeat can ne'er be destiny, nor the ancient fight ullfongbt! 
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"Good land-green land-dear Ireland, though I cannot 
see you, still 
1\1
y God's dew brighten all Jour vales, His sun kiss every 
hill ; 
And though henceforth our nights and days in strange 
lands must be pass'd, 
Our hearts and hopes for Jour uprise shall keep watch till 
the last !" 


E ..r E CUT IO.V 0 F .A R C II B IS 110 P P L U 
V I( E T T. 


LONDON, JULY, 1G81. 


I. 


AKOTHER scaffold 100111S up through the night, 
Another Irish n1artyr's hour draws near, 
The cruel crowd are gathering for the sight, 
The July day dawns innocently clear; 
There is no hue of blood along the sky, 
'Vhere the meek lllartyr waits for light to die! 


II. 


'Yhich is the culprit in the car of death? 
He of the open brow and folded hands! 
The turbid crowd court every easy breath, 
There is no need on hilll of gyves or bands; 
Pale, with long bonds and vigils, yet benign, 
He bears upon his breast salvation's sign. 


III. 


'Yhat was his crime? Did he essay to shake 
The pillar of the state, or unùerIllille 
The laws which YOW a worthy vengeance, 
And punish treason with a death condign? 
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Look ill that holy face, and there behold 
The secret of the sufferer's life all tolù. 


IV. 


Enough! he was of Irish birth and blood, 
He fill'd Saint Patrick's place in stormy days, 
He lived, discharging duty, doing good, 
Dead to the world, and the world's idle praise,- 
The faithless saw his faith with evil eyes, 
They dooln'd hinl without stain, and here he dies. 


" C 
1 R 0 L A 
Y THE B L IND." 


I. 


To the cross of Glenfad the Blind Barel can1e, 
And at the four roads he drew his rein, 
And stopp'd his steed, and raised his hand 
To learn from the currents the lie of the land; 
And spoke he aloud, unconscious that near 
His words were caught up by a listening ear. 


II. 



, The sun's in the south, the noon 111ust be past, 
And cold on 111Y right comes the northeast blast; 
'Yhat ho! old friend, we '11 face to the ,vest, 
For Conn aught 's the quarter the Bard loyes best; 
'T is the heart of the land, and the stronghold of SOllg, 
So now for our Connanght friends }}larch 'we along! 


III. 
" In Oonllanght/' he humnl'd, as on he rode, 
" The heart and the house and the cup overflow'd ; 
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In Connaught alone does lllusic find 
The answering feet and the echoing mind; 
'Tis the soul of the soil and the fortress of song, 
So now for our Connaught friends march ,ve along I" 


TOT II E R IV E R BOY...V E' .103 


I. 
BRIDE of Lough Ramor, gently seaward stealing, 
In thy placid depths hast thou no feeling 
Of the storn1Y gusts of other days? 
Does thy heart, 0 gentle, nun-faced river, 
Passing Schomberg's obelisk, not quiver, 
'Vhile the shadow 011 thy bosom 'weighs? 


II. 
Thou hast heard the sounds of martial clangor, 
Seen fraternal forces clash in anger, 
In thy Sabbath valley, Riyer Boyne! 
Here have ancient Ulster's hardy forces 
Dress'd their ranks and fed their tl'<lvell'd horses, 
Tara's hosting as they rode to join. 


III. 
Forgettest thou that silent SU1l1nler 1110rning 
'Vhen ,Villiam's bugles sounded sudden warning, 
And James's answer'd, chivalrously cle
r; 
",Yhen rank to rank g'ave the death-signal duly, 
And volley answer'd volley quick and truly, 
And shouted l11andates met the eager ear? 


IV. 
The thrush and linnet fled beyond the mountains; 
Thp fish in Inver Colpa sought their fountains; 
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The unchased deer ran through Tredo.gh's* gates; 
St. Mary's bells in their high places trembled, 
And nlade a 1110urnful music, which resembled 
A hopeless prayer to the unpitJing fates. 


Ah! well for Ireland had the battle ended 
'Yhen J an1es forsook what "\Viniam well defended, 
Crown, friends, and kingly cause; 
","Tell, if the peace thy boson1 did recover 
IIad breathed its benediction broadly over 
Our race, and l'ites, and laws. 


VI. 
Not in thy depths, not in thy fount, Lough Ramor, 
'Vere brew'd the bitter strife and cruel clamor 
Our wisest long have mourn'd ; 
Foul faction falsely Inade thy gentle current 
To Christian ears a stream and name abhorrent, 
And all its sweetness into poison turn'd. 


VII. 
But, as of old, Goel's prophet sweeten'd 1\Iara, 
Even so, blue bound of Ulster and of Tara, 
Thy waters to our exodus give life; 
Thrice holy hands thy lineal foes have wedded, 
And healing olh'es in thy breast imbedded, 
And banish'd far the bitterness of strife. 104 


YIII. 
Before thee we hnxe nlade a solemn fædlls, 
And for chief witness called on HÜn who nU1tle us, 
Quenching, bpfore his eyes, the brand of hate; 
Our pact is l11ade for brotherhood and union, 
For eqnallaws to class aud to cOlnn1Uniol1, 
Our wounds to staunch, our land to lilwrate. 


'" Tredagh- now nrogh(>(b. 
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IX. 
Our trust is not in musket or in sabre- 
Our faith is in the fruitfulness of labor, 
The soil-stirred, willing soil; 
In bomes and granaries by justice gua!'ded, 
In fields fron1 blighting winds and agents warded, 
In franchised skill and nlal1unlÍtted toil. 


x. 
Grant us, oh Goù, the soil, and sun, and seasons J 
Avert despair, the worst of nloral treasons, 
l\Iake vaunting words be vile; 
Grant us, ,ve pray, but 'wisdom, peace, and patience, 
And we ,vill yet re-lift among the nations 
Our fair, and fallen, and ul1forsaken isle I 


TilE 1VILD GEESE.I05 


I. 
" "\V HAT is the cry so wildly beard, 
Oh, mother dear, across the lake? " 
"
Iy child, 't is but the northern bird 
Alighted in the reedy brake." 


II. 
"",Yby cries the northern bird so wild? 
Its wail is like our babjY's voice." 
" 'T is far fron1 its own hOlDe, nlY child, 
And ,,-auld you have it, then, rejoice?" 


III. 
" Aud why does not the ,viILl bird fly 
Straight hOlneward through the open air? 
I see no barriers in the sky- 
",Yhy does she sit lalnenting there?" 
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IV. 
"l\Iy child, the laws of life and death 
Are written in four living books; 
The ,vild bird reads thenl in the breath 
Of winter, freezing up the brooks- 


v. 
" Reads and obeys-more wise than man- 
And meekly steers for other climes, 
Obeys the providential plan, 
And humbly waits for happier tinles. 


VI. 
"The spring, that makes the poets sing, 
'Yill whisper in the wild bird's ear, 
And swiftly back, on willing wing, 
The wild bird to the north ,vill steer." 


VII. 
" 'Vill they come back, of whom that song 
Last night was sung, that lllade you weep ?'S 
" Oh! God is good, and hope is strong;- 
l\Iy son, let's pray, and then to sleep." 


T 11 E D EA T II OF O'CAR OLAN.I06 


THERE is an empty seat by many a board, 
A guest is n1Ïssed in hostelry and hall, 
There is a harp hung up in Alderforù 
That 'was in Ireland sweetest harp of all. 
The hand that lllade it speak, woe's me, is cold, 
Tlle darken' J. eyeballs roll inspired no more; 
The lips-the potent lips-gape like a llloulc1, 
'Yhere latc the golden torrent floated o'er. 
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In yain the watclunan looks fronI )Iayo's towers 
For hÌ1n 'whose presence filled all hearts witÞ. lllirth; 
In vain the gathered guests outsit the hon1's-.... 
The honored chair is vacant by the hearth. 
From Castle-A.rchdall, 1\lonûyglass, and TrÜn, 
The courteous 1l1essages go forth in vain, 
Rind "ronls no longer have a joy for him 
'Yhose lowly lodge is in Death's dark demesne. 


Rilronan Abbey is his castle now, 
And there till doomsùay peacefuHy he'll stay; 
In vain they ,veave new garlands for his brow, 
In vain they go to 111eet him by the way; 
In kindred company he does not tire, 
The natiye dead, and noble, lie around, 
His life-long song has ceased, his ,vood and wire 
Rest, a sweet harp unstrung, in holy ground. 


Last of our ancient minstrels! thou who lent 
A buoyant Illotive to a foundering race- 
'Yhose saving song, into their beiIig blent, 
Sustained them by its passion and its grace- 
God rest you! l\Iay your judgn1e1lt dues be light, 
Dear Turlogh! and the purgatorial days 
Be few and short, till, clothed in holy white, 
Your soul may come before the Throne of rays 1 


TIlE OROPPIES' ORA VE.I07 


I. 
P:eACE be round the Croppies' grave, 
Let none approach but pilgriIns brave; 
This sacred hillside even yet 
Should slavery fly with frighte
1(
d feet. 
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II. 


Peace to their souls, whose bodies here 
l\Iet martJT's death and rebel's bier, 
'Yho sleep in more than holy ground, 
In death unpal"ted and unbound. 


III. 


Fearless men of every time, 
In Christian land and pagan clinIe, 
Have sunk to rest by plain or hill, 
O'erwatchecl by cairn and citadel. 


IV. 
The roying sea-kings' tunnlli 
Stand finn by northern strait and sea; 
The Phara.oh hath his pyrrl.luid, 
'Vhose gate and date the sands have hid. 


v. 
The Indian lies beside his lake, 
"\Yaiting the final voyage to take, 
The good )Ialletto's passport given 
To the green hunting-grounds of heaven. 


VI. 


The Roman vault, the Grecian shrine, 
Are sacred haunts of all the" Nine," 
,Vho there unweave the shrouds of cleath J 
And breathe around creative breath. 


VII. 


But vault, or shrine, or forest grave, 
Or sea-kings' cairn besiùe the wave, 
Or Egypt's proudest pyr:unid, 
Such hearts as Tara. holù:-;, ne'er hid. 
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VIII. 


'Vhat though of these none wore 3. crown, 
None crouched beneath a monarch's frown; 
'Yhat though none spoke the speech of Greece, 
Spartans were not more brave than these. 


IX. 


Though pOlllpOUS line and pillar'd stone 
l\Iay never make their lost names known, 
They sleep wrapp'd by the noble sod, 
Ten thousand Irish chiefs have trod. 


x. 


Peace be round the Crop pies' grave; 
Peace to Jour souls, J.e buried brave; 
Tara's Hill, when crowned and free, 
Had never nobler guests than ye! 


SONG OF "JIO YLA.N' S DRA.G OOR S." 108 


[Supposed to be sung after the surrender of Lord Cornwallis at Yorktown, 
1781. ] 


I. 


FURL up the banner of the brave, 
And bear it gently home, 
Through St0r111Y scenes 110 more 't will wave, 
For now the calm has con1e; 
Through showering grape, and drifting death, 
It floated ever true, 
And by the signs upon its path, 
1tlen knew what troop went through. 
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II. 
Yon flag first flew o'er Boston free, 
When Graves's fleet groped out; 
On Stony Point reconquered, we 
Unfurl'd it with a shout; 
At Trenton, l\Ionmouth, Germantown, 
Our sabres w'ere not slack, 
Like lightning, next, to Charlestown 
'Ye scourged the British back. 


II. 
And here at Yorktown now they 
rield, 
And our career is o'er, 
No more thou 'It flutter on the field, 
Flag of the brave! no 111 ore ; 
The Redcoats yield up to H the Line," 
Both sides have changed their tunes; 
To peace our Congress doth incline, 
And so do we, Dragoons. 


IV. 
Furl up the banner of the brave, 
And bear it gently home, 
No more o'er )Ioylan's march to wave, 
Lodge it in l\Ioylan's home. 
There Butler, Hand, and "\Vayne, perchance, 
l\lay tell of battles o'er, 
And the old flag, on its splinter'd lance, 
Unfurl for joy once more. 


T. 
Hurrah! then, for the Schuylkill side, 
Its pleasant woody dells; 
Old Ulster 109 well may 'varru with pride, 
\Yhen each his story tells. 
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Conu'ades, farewell! nuty Hen. ven bestow 
On you its richest boons; 
So let us drink before we go, 
To l\Ioylan's brave Dragoons! 


OIIARITY AND SCIE1VCE.lIo 


I. 


THE city gates are bound and barr'd-whence comes the foe? 
Sentinels move along the walls, speechlessly and slow; 
The banner over the castle droops down despondingly- 
New graves and fireless hearths are all the Castellan can see. 


II. 


The priest was at the altar, chanting a solem 11laSS; 
Feal'lessly through the crowded nave we saw the Leaguer 
pass- 
He slew the clerk at the Agnus Dei--he struck the priest to 
death- 
He spill'd the consecrated cup-life wither'd at his breath. 


III. 


Then rose a cry to Heaven, "\Vho ,vill stay this shape of 
fear- 
This bodiless avenger? God! is no succor noar ?" 
Street after street sent up the cry to the warders on the wall, 
And the childless Castellan echo'd it from his heirless inner 
hall. 


IV. 


Now forth into the market-place there stepp'd two maidens 
young, 
Gu<ldess-Lright to look upon, and boney-sweet of tongue; 
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Under the brow oi one there li1Y the leeches' healing lore- 
'Twas fair Science, led by Charity-they pass'd froni door to 
door. 


v. 
In days of peace, 110 two so fond of silence or repose, 
But as the hearts of men sunk down, their spirits higher 
rose; 
'Yealth had fled-its steeds fell dead-nor could its treasure 
bring 
A cool breath from the sultry heaven-a pure drop from the 
sprIng. 


VI. 
These :lnaidens gave, for Jesus' sake, what treasures could 
not buy; 
The æ.r grew pure as they appro
ch'd, the darkness left the 
sky; 
The sentry at the eastern gate felt the foe hurrying out, 
A.nd the citizen and the Castell an raised a wildly joyful 
shou t. 


VII. 
The people sang Te Deum, and, at eve, this other song- 
" l\Iay Charity and Science in our island flourish long; 
And w heresoe' er they turn their steps, let manhood bend 
the knee, 
Let our fairest and our sagest their votaries still be!" 


TEE FA.J.1II:NE I.i.V TIlE LAND. 


I. 
DEATH reapeth in the fields of life, and we cannot count the 


corpses; 
Black and fast before our e
res nlarch the biers and hearses ; 
In lone ,vays and in highwßJs stark skeletons arc lying, 


. 
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And dally unto Heaven their living kin aro cryin!j- 
" :\Inst the slave di
 for the tyrant, the sufferer for tLe sin- 
And a wide inhuman Jesert be whore Ireland has been; 
l\Iust the bil10ws of oblivion over all our hills be roll'd, 
AnJ our land be blotted out, like the accursed la.nds of old ?" 


II. 
Oh! hear it, friends of France! hear it, our kin<lred Spain! 
Hear it, our kindly kith and kin across the western lllain- 
Ileal' it, Je son8 of Italy-let Turk and Russian hear it- 
Hear Ireland's sentence register'd, and see how Je can 
bear it ! 
Our speech must be unspoken, our righls IllUSt be forgot; 
Our land nlust be forsaken, subn1Íssion is our lot- 
'Ye are beggars, we are cravens, anù vengeful EnglanJ. feels 
Us at her feet, and tralnples us with both her iron heels. 


III. 
These the brethren of Gonsalvo! these the cousins of the 
Cid! 
They are Spaniels and not Spaniards, born but to be bid- 
They of the Oeltic war-race who made that storied rally 
Against the Teuton lances in the lists of Roncesvalles ! 
They, kindred to the nlariner whose soul's sublinle devotion 
Led his caravel like a star to a new world through the 
ocean! 
No! no! they were begotten by fathers in their chains, 
'Vhose valiant blood refused to flow along the vassal veins. 


IV. 
Ho! 10! the J.evils are nlerry in the farthest vaults of night, 
This England so out-Lucifers the prÍ1ne arch-hypocrite; 
,Friend of Peace anJ. friend of FreeJ.om-yea, divine Religion's 
friend, 
She is feeding on our hearts like a sateless nether fiend! 
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Ho! ho! for the vultures are black on the four winds; 
No purveyor like England that foul camp-following finds; 
Do you not Inark them flitting between JOu and the sun? 
They are come to reap the b ootJ
' for the battle has been 
won. 


v. 
La! what other shape is tbis, sell-poised in upper air, 
'Yith ,vings like trailing cOluets, and face darker than despair? 
See! see! the bright sun sickens into saffron in its shade, 
And the poles are shaken at their ends, infected and afraid- 
'Tis the Spirit of the Plngne, and round and round the shore 
It circles 011 its coun;e, shedding bane for evennore; 
And the slave falls for the tyrant and tbe sufferer for the 


S111, 
And a wild inhun1an desert is ,,,here Ireland has been. 


VI. 


'Twas a vision-'tis a fable-I did but telllny dream- 
Yet twice, yea thrice, I saw it, and still it seem'd the san1e; 
Ah! 111Y soul is with this darkness nightly, daily overcast, 
And I fear me, God pennitting, it nlay fa.II out true at last; 
God 1)ern1itting, l11an decreeing! 'Yhat, anll shall lnan so 
will, 
And our unseal'd lips Le silent and our unbound hands be 
still ? 
Shall 'we look upon our fathers, and our daughters, and our 
WI Yes, 
Slain, rayi
h'd, in our sight, and be paltering for our lives "I 


VII. 


Oh! countrymen and kindred, make yet another stmJd- 
Plant your í1ag upon the COllllllon soil-be your Inotto Life 
and Land! 
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From the charnel shore of Cleena to the sea-bridge of the 
Gian t, 
Let the sleeping souls awake, the supine rise self-reliant; 
And rou!Se thee up, 011! city, that sits furrow'd and in weeds, 
Like the old Egyptian ruins anlÏd the sad Nile's reeds. 
Up, l\Iononia, land of heroes, and bounteous lllother of 


song, 
And Connaught, like thy rivers, come unto us swift and 
strong; 
Oh! countrymen and kindred, make yet another stand- 
Plant Jour flag upon the common soil-be your motto Life 
Land. 


:1' II E F L Y1...Y G S II IPS. 


AS SEEN }'llOl\I THE COAST OF IRELAND IN 1847. 


I. 


''''IlEllE are the swift ships flying 
Far to the 'Vest away? 
'Vhy are the WOlllen crying, 
Far to the 'Yest ::nvay? 
Is our dear land infected, 
That thus o'er her bays neglected, 
The skiff steals along dejected, 
"\Vhile the ships fly far fiway? 


II. 


Skiff! can I blarrle your stealing 
Over the mournful bay? 
Ships flee, but they have no feeling, 
Bent on their order'd way; 
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'Tis you, oh! you lords of castles, 
I
eeping your godless wassails, 
And banishing far Jour vassals, 
'Tis you I curse this day! 


III. 
Sad is the sight that daunts me, 
Far to the "'Vest away, 
But a homeward hope still haunts me, 
Far to the 'Vest away; 
I see a fair fleet returning, 
I see bright beacons burning, 
Anù gladness in place of mourning, 
As the ships to the shore make way, 


TIlE 1VOFUL JVINTER. 


SUGGESTED BY ACCOUNTS OF IRELAXD, IN DECE:i\IBER, 1848. 
L 
THEY are flying, flying, like :northern birds over the sea for 
fear, 
They cannot abide in their own green land, they seek a rest... 
ing here; 
Oh! wherefore are they flying, is it from the front of war, 
Or have they slllelt the Asian plague the winds waft froln 
afar? 


II. 
No! they are flying, flying, from a land where men are sheep, 
'Vhere sworùeù shepherds herd and slay the silly crew they 
keep; 
'Vhere so much iron hath pass'd into the souls of the long 
enslaved, 
That none was found by fort or field, or in Clullllpion's right 
hand waved. 
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III. 
Yea! they are flying hither, breathless and pale with fear, 
And it not the sailing tiu1e for ships, but the winter, dark 
and drear; 
They had rather face the waters, dark as the frown of God, 
Tho.n make a stand for race and land on theÜ. own elastic sod. 


IV. 
Oh, blood of Brian, forgive them! oh, bones of Owen, rest! 
Oh, spirits of our brave fathers, turn away your eyes from 
the 'Y est; 
Look back on the track of the galleys that with the soldier 
came- 
Look! look to the ships of Tyre, moor'd in the ports of 
Spain. 


T. 
But look not on, dread Fathers! look not upon the shore 
'Yhere valor's spear and victory's horn were sacred signs 
of yore; 
Look not toward the hill of Tara, or I veagh, or Ailech high! 
Look toward the East and blind your sight, for they fly at 
last, they fly! 


VI. 
_.tnd ye who met the Romans behind the double W3.l1, 
And ye who Sll10te the Saxons as mallet striketh ball, 
And ye who shelter'd Harold and Bruce Ill-fittest hosts for 
the brave- 
'Vhy do you not join your Spil'it-strength, and bury her in 
the wave? 


VII. 
Alas! alas! for Ireland, so nlany toars were shed, 
That the Celtic blood runs palely, th at once was winy red! 
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They are flying, flying fron1 her, the holy and the 01(1, 
Oh, the land has alter'd little, but t.he lllell are cowed and 
cold. 


VIII. 


Yea! they are flying hither, breathless and pa.le with fear, 
And it not the sailing-time for ships, but the winter, dark 
and drear; 
They had rather face the waters, dark as the frown of God, 
Than make a stand for race and land, on their own elastic 
sod. 


SIIA TV1\.'" ]{ AGO JV'S. GUEST. 


A FABLE FOR TilE POETS OF THE NATION, IN 1848. 


I. 


A KILL ALOE Gow wrought in his forge at night", 
'Vith a merry heart, in a glowing light; 
His arm of strength and head of sense, 
Brought the good heart due re
ompense. 


II. 


'Twas a red plougbsbare on his anvil lay. 
Thought the Gow-" Before a year and a day 
l\Iany a sod of valley and lea 
Thy master will turn, c1ean colter, with thee." 


III. 


This Gow was a lonely bachelor mall, 
And lived, like a tree, where his life began; 
His only love ,,-as that glorious river 
'Yhich flows by l{.illaloe ever and ever. 


... Shawn na Gow -J o
;n, the Smith. 



346 HISTORICAL AND LEGENDARY POE....VS. 


IV. 


He loved the trees and the men that rose 
On its sides, for the sake of the riyer that flows, 
Anù oft, though wearied, he lay a Tfake, 
To hear the rapids their clanlors make. 


v. 


In through the smiddy door there caIne, 
And stood full in the forge's flame, 
A form nlost royal, and comely, and bold, 
Crown'd like a King of J
inkora old. 


YI. 


There was regal power in eycry look, 
And lineage plain as a herald's book, 
As sitting down at the Gow's request, 
Out spoke the unexpected guest: 


VII. 


" Shawn Go\V, of J{illaloe, I find 
Your craft has left lilY lore bebind- 
These chains are not for the vanquish'd in battle, 
But fetters, methinks, for pasture cattle." 


VIII. 


Answer'ù the Gow: "l\Iy Khan and guest, 
The sun and the sunburst have set in the 'Vest; 
The conqueror lives in the heart of the land- 
He alone hath fetters for foot and hand." 


IX. 


" An
 tell me, truly, my stalwart Gow, 
Do you forge no swords in Banba now? 
I have tenlper'd a blade of old, and fain 
'V oula see the brave art flourish again." 



HiSTORICAL AND LEGENDARY POEJIS. 347 


x. 
"Khan, SZiabh an h'on, still retains 
The martial ore in its giant veins; 
But the men of Erin are thrown and bound, 
'Yithout a wrestle, without a wound." 


XI. 


" Ha I" said the guest, "illl1ews is this- 
The slaves in spirit are slaves, I wis, 
That all the swords of Adaul's race 
Can never uplift to freedom's place. 


XII. 


"But, Gow, where are the bards, whose words 
Struck late on my ears' like the clash of swords ?' 
Hath the spirit of poesy stoop'd its pinion 
To laud the tyrant's dread dominion ?" 


XIII. 


" The bards," said the Gow, "as lllany as be, 
Still sigh that Erin is else than free; 
But of late they have only sigh'd and wept, 
And few the prophetic vigil hath kept." 


XIV. 


" 'V or8e news than ill," replied the I(han, 
" For never since Danba first began, 
Lack'd there of bards when trial was near, 
To shout their warnings in her ear. 


xv. 


" Throughout the age-long Danish fight, 
In camp and conrt
 by day and night, 
The poet's brJ.ill anù poet's hand 
'Vere toiling fOf Banba's holy land. 
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XVI. 


"I llUlst be gone! do thou go forth, 
Say Brian came from his grave in the north; 
Bid clairseachs sound and hearts be strung- 
Give freedoll1 first to mind and tongue! 


XVII. 


"The land is old
the land lies low- 
They nlust not drown her soul with woe; 
The land's in sleep-but not death's sleep- 
'T is tilHe to work, but not to weep." 


XYIU. 


Out t111'ough the smiddy door there pass'd 
The Ard-righ's fetch, 1101' turll'd, nor cast 
A backward look, in deeper night 
His form was blended from the sight. 


THE IRISH IIOJIES OF ILLINOIS. 


CHoRus-The Irish homes of Illinois, 
The happy homes of Illinois; 
No landlord there 
Can cause despair, 
N or blight our fields ill Illinois. 


I. 


'T is ten good years since Ellen bawn 
Adventured with her Irish boy 
Across the sea, and settleJ on 
A prairie farm in Illinois. 
The Irish hon1es of Illinois, etc. 
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II. 


Sweet waves the sea of summer :flowers 
Around our wayside cot so coy, 
'Yhere Ellen sings away the hours 
That light IllY task in Illinois. 
The Irish homes of minois, etc. 


III. 


Another Ellen's at her knee, 
And in her an11S a laughing boy; 
And I bless God to see them free 
Fron1 want and care in Illinois. 
The Irish homes of Illinois, etc. 


IT. 


And yet some shadows often steal 
Upon our hours of purest jay; 
'\l1en happiest we nlost nlust feel 
" If Ireland were like Illinois I" 
The Irish homes of Illinois, etc. 


TIlE SIIANTY. 


I. 


THIS is our castle 1 enter in, 
Sit down and be at home, sir; 
Your city friend will do, I hope, 
As travellers do in Rome, sir 1 
'T is plain the roof is sOlne,vhat low, 
The sleeping-roo111 but scanty, 
Yet to the Settler's eye, you know, 
His castle is-his Sha11 ty ! 
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:IiI. 
The Famine fear we saw of old, 
Is, like a nighbnare, over; 
That wolf will never break our fold, 
Nor round the doorway hover. 
Our s,vine in droves tread down the brake, 
Our sheep-bells carol canty, 
Last llight yon sahl10n swam the lake, 
That now adorns our Shanty. 


III. 
That bread we break, it is our own, 
It grew around my feet, sir, 
It pays no tax to Squire or Crown, 
'Vhich lnakes it doubly sweet, sir! 
A ,\yoodman leads a toilsome life, 
And a lonely one, I grant ye, 
Still, with his children, friend, and wife, 
How happy is his Shanty! 


IV. 
No feudal lord o'erawes us here, 
Save the Ever-bless'd Eternal; 
To Him is due the fruitful year, 
Both autulnnal and vernal; 
'Ye 've rear'd to Him, down in the dell, 
A temple, neat, though scanty, 
And we call hear its blessed bell 
On Sunday, in our Shanty. 


v. 
This is our castle! enter in, 
Sit down, and be at l1on1e, sir; 
Your city friend will do, I hope, 
As travellers do in ROllie, sir! 
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'T is plain the roof is somewhat low, 
The sleeping-room but scanty, 
Yet to the Settler's eye, you know, 
His castle is-his Shan ty ! 


ST. PATRICK'S OF THE 1VOODS. 


I. 
"SIR, my guest
 it is Sunday morniug, 
And we are ready to 111ass to go, 
For the sexton sent us word of warning 
That the priest would. be in the glen below." 


II. 
Quickly I rose, in nlÌnd delighted. 
To find the old faith held so fast, 
That even in western wilds benighted 
.l\Iy people still to the cross were clasp'd. 


III. 
"\Ve trod the forest's broken byway, 
\Ve burst through bush, and forded floods, 
Until we came to the valley's highway, 
'Vhere stood St. Patrick's of the 'V oods. 


IV. 
A simple shed it was, but spacious, 
\Vith ample entrance open ,vide; 
\Vhere forest veterans, green and gracious, 
Stood sentinels at either side. 


V. 
And there, old friends with friends were meeting, 
And the last new-comer told his tale; 
And kindred kindred there were greeting, 
In the loving speech of the island Gael. 
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VI. 


And here a group of anxious faces 
'Yere drawn around a bowering tree, 
'Vhile one, a reader, with sage grimaces 
Read from a record spread 011 his knee. 


VII. 


Betimes I heard loud bursts of laughter 
At O'Connell's wit, frorn the eager throng, 
And then deep sjghs would follow after 
Some verse of 1\loore's melodious song. 


YIII. 


Till at length the bell of the lowly altar 
Summon'd to prayer the scatter'd flock, 
And they 1110yecl with steps that woulclnot falter 
If that summons led to the martyr's block. 


IX. 


I've knelt in churches, new and ancient, 
In grand cathedrals betiIlles I 'ye stood, 
But never felt my soul such transport 
As in thine-St. Patrick's of the 'V oods. 


TIlE BATTLE OF A YACHUCHO.llS 


I. 


EARTH'S famous fields, how lost, how w'On, 
From first TÌIne saw the unchanging sun 
O'er hostile ranks preside, 
The poet's voice hath given to f.uno- 
But Ayachucho's glorious name 
Still sleeps on Andes' side. 
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II. 
'Yhere Condorkanki's battlelnent 
"\Yith the steep tropic sky is blent, 
The tide of war had roll'c1. 
The Spanish tents along its base 
Look'd down npon a kindred race, 
By many wrongs nlade bold. 


III. 
La Serna from his tent, at morn 
Counted the Chilian host with scorn- 
Scorn 't were not wise to show; 
As condors close their wings, his flanks 
Drew up their far-distended ranks 
And swoop'd upon the foe. 


IV. 
Strange sight on Ayachucho's plain, 
Spain smiting down the sons of Spain, 
The nurslings of her breast! 
Untaught by Britain's past defeat 
How Freedom guards her last retreat 
In the unfetter'd 'Yest! 


V. 
The Andes, with their crowns of snow, 
Crowns crested with the fiery glow 
Of the volcanic flood; 
The condor, sailing stiffly bJ, 
The oak trees struggling to the sky 
Beyond tho palnl-tree wood- 


YI. 
These, Chili, were thy witnesses! 
Long may 't be till scenes like this 
Thy mountains see again. 
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But if, beneath the glowing Line, 
Such 'warfare must again be thine, 
God send thee nlore snch n1en ! 


VII. 


As bend and break before the shower 
The loaded wheat and scarlet flower, 
So broke the Spanish host! 
As strikes the sail before the squall, 
I see the Viceroy's standard fall- 
The day is won and lost! 


VIII. 


A day is won that dates anew 
Thy story, Chili! thine, Peru!. 
And, vast Pacific, thine! 
By native skill and foreign aid 
Young Freedom hath securely made 
A lodgment at the Line! 


IX. 


Of Sucre's skill, O'Connor's aid, 
Cordova's flashing, ruddy blade, 
The Chilian nluse will boast; 
And seldom can the muse essay 
The story of a nobler day 
Than that La Serna lost. 


X. 


The Andean echoes yet shall take 
The burden from De Sangre's lake 
Of the heroic lay- 
And COl1korkanki's passes drear 
Age after age the tale shall hear 
Of Ayacbucho's day 1 
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T II E 11 _1 U.LV TED CAS T L E. 113 


"How beautiful! how beautif
Ü!" cried out the children all, 
As the golden harvest evening's 1110011 beamed down on 
Donegal; 
And its yellow light that danced along the Esker to the 
Bay, 
There tinged the roofless abbey's walls, here gilt the castle 
gray. 
"Ho,v beautiful! how beautiful! let us go hide and seek." 
SOlne run along the river's edge, some crouch beside the 
creek; 
'Vhile two, lllore dauntless than the rest, climb o'er the Cas- 
tle wall, 
And ,vithout note on horn or trump, parade the princely 
hall. 


Brave little boys, as bright as stars, beneath the porch they 
pass'd, 
And paused just where along the hall the keep its shadow 
cast; 
And, Heaven protect us! there they saw a fire burning away, 
And, sitting in the ingle-nook, an ancient mn,n and gray; 
He sat upon his stony seat like to another stone, 
And ever froln his breast there broke a lnelancholy moan; 
But the little boys they feared him not, for they were two to 
one, 
And the luan was stoop'd and aged, and sad to look upon. 


Anù he who was the eldest-his mother called hinl Hugh- 
Said, "'Yby for, sir, do you lnake moaB, and wherefore do 
you rue? 
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Are you one of the old-time kings lang Hyne exiled to 
Spain, 
Like a linnet to its last year's nest, that here returns again ?" 
And the shape stood up and sn1ilcd, as the tiny voice be 
heard, 
And the tear that hung UpOIl his cheek fell to his snowy 
beard. 
" l\Iy boys," he sa.id, "COlne sit ye here beside nle, until I 
Tell you why I haunt this hearth, and what so makes me 
sigh. 


" I am the Father of their Race-the Cinnel-Connell's sire- 
And therefore thus I watch their home, and kindle still their 
fire; 
For the mystic heat woulù l)erish amid a land of slaves, 
If it were not tended nightly by the spirits from their graves; 
And here I still must keep my stand until the living are 
Deem'd Ineet to track the l11ell of might along the fields of 
war; 
And, ah! my little nlan," he said, "my watch is very long, 
Ullpromised of an early end, uncheer'd by friend or song. 


"And the present is embitter'd by the 111emOnes of old- 
The bards and their delights, and the tales the gossips told; 
I remeillber me the ringing laughs and minstrelsic divine, 
That echoed here for Nial Garv and Thorlogh of the 'Vine; 
I rernember how brave :\Ianus-an early grave he met- 
Traced the story here of Colunlb-cille, a tale surviving Jet; 
And, oh! I weep like Jacob, when of Joseph's death he heard, 
'Yhen I think upon you, :young Hugh Roe, Tircollnell's staff 
and sword! 


"l\Iy boys, he was not thirty Jears of age, although his name 
'Vas spread all over Ireland upon the wings of fame; 
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Entrapp'c1, imprison'd, frozen on 'Vicklow's wintry hills, 
He rose, he fought, he died afa.r, crowning our country's ills. 
Alas! I cannot help but cry-and you! what, crying, too? 
Iudeed, it Inight IllClt iron hearts to think upon IllY IIugh. 

Iy boys, go hOllle, relnember hinl, and hasten to be men, 
That JOU 11lay act, on Irish soil, his gallant part again." 


" How beautifnl! how beautiful !" cried out the children all, 
As the two boys clalllber'd over the ancient castle wall; 
"Run here-run there-take care-take care;" but silently 
and slow 
To their hunlble hon1es, the little friends, hand in hand 
they go; 
And fron1 that night they daily l'ead, in all the quiet nooks 
About their hOlnes, old Irish songs, and new-Inac1e Irish 
books-; 
And many a walk, and many a. talk, they had down by the 
Bay, 
Of the Spirit of the Castle Hal], and the words they heard 
bim say. 


TIlE ABBEY BY LOUGH KEY. 114 


I. 
PLEASANT it is in the sunlmer time 
To sail upon Lough Key, 
Alone, or with a soul belov'd- 
'T is a lonely lough to see; 
But ah! the ancient charnl is :fled, 
That charm' d that lough for me ! 


II. 
Fnir are the woods of Rockingham, 
And fair the islands all, 



358 lIISl'OBIOAL AN]) LEGEN1JARY POEMS. 


And fair 1\IcDennot's castle is, 
Though nodding to its fall; 
But the ancient charm is fled away, 
Ah, me! beyond recall. 


III. 
Of old, o
er Nature's fairest holds 
God's holy standard stood, 
The loveliest nlirrors smiled to catch 
The image of the Rood; 
Then, Inany a cross-crown'd turret rose 
Around this spreading :flood. 


IV. 
Then, many a cot was saved with prayer, 
And hail'd with holy cheer, 
And Inany a high-born penitent 
'Yas fain to labor here; 
For holy names and holy deeds 
Then calendar'd the year. 


v. 
Full many a year sweet peace abode 
Beside the placid lake, 
And ,,,hoso claim'd the stranger's place 
For God's all-glorious sake, 
'Vas welcome still to stay his stay, 
And take what he would take. 


VI. 
Then on the evening traveller's ear 
Arose sweet chaJlnt of psalm, 
'Vhich all the forest list'ning to, 
Stood hush'd ill cloistral calm, 
And the only airs that stirr'd abroad 
'Vhisper'd the dread "I AM." 
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VII. 


Ah! well-a-d:1}'! the charm is ßcc1- 
No more across this .flood, 
Shall traveller catch the solemn song 
Of Norbert's brotherhood; 
The pious peasan t scarce can tell 
"\Vhere once their convent stood! 


VII. 


Yet though the years be :fled in flocks, 
Six hundred years and n10re, 
I fancy Jonder tree a tower, 
And there, along the shore, 
I see the Abbot Clarus pass, 
"\Yith white-robed rnonks a score. 


IX. 


A prayer for Abbot Clarus, 
'Yhose holy house stood here- 
One of GoJ's strongholds for the land. 
For many and many a year; 
For still Saint Norbert's brotherhood 
To Gael and Gaul were clear! 


x. 


A prayer for Abbot Clarus 
l\Icl\Iailen, he who plann'd 
The house of the Blessed Trinity, 
Upon Lough l
ey to stand- 
,rho here as guardian of the lake, 
Gave peace unto the land! 
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SAINT BEES. 


I. 


BRIGHT shone the joyful summer sun 
On Curnberland's dark shore, 
The wind had fail' ù the fishermen 
And put them to the oar; 
The :flippant swallow swept the shaw, 
The brown nuts bent the trees, 
When, froll1 the neighboring hill, I saw 
The village of Saint Bees. 


II. 


" 'Vho was Saint Bees?" I asked of one 
"'''"ho drove a lazy yoke. 
" Saint Bees," quoth he, "is that place yon: 
You'll find 'em stiffish folk." 
"'Vho was Saint Bees?" I asked again 
A squire in scarlet dress' ù. 
" JVho?" echoed he-" North Countrie men 
But little like a jest." 


III. 


I stood within the fOlltless porch, 
I paced the ell1pty nave, 
The very verger of the church 
A false tradition gave. 
Hard by, a staring pile of brick 
(Or college, if you please) 
Had played the Saint the scurviest trick- 
Had called itself -Sain t Bees. 
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IV. 


. 
A well-fed pedant in a train 
Of stuff (not train of thought), 
'Yho, like a great goose, strode before 
The gosling flock he taught, 
Said, stroking down his neckcloth white, 
That he, "In times like these, 

Iust say that, being no Puseyite, 
He knew nought of Saint Bees." 


Y'. 


'Vas it for this, oh, virgin band, 
Your Irish home you left, 
And set, for heathen Cnn1berland, 
The life-spring in this cleft. ? 
'Yas it for this your vesper chant 
Charm'd all these savage seas? 
'Yhere is the fruit JOU strove to plant 
Along this shore, Saint Bees? 


VI. 


I could have borne the callous clowll, 
The squire's chagrin aUlused, 
But the dullard in his cap and gown 
I from my heart abused. 
I wish'd that I had been his Pope, 
To put him on his knees, 
And l11ake his fine pedantic gown 
An offering to Saint Bees. 


-
 
-, 
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DIEPIION. 


FOR l{ing Celeus in Eleusis, the eyening board was spread, 
The nlonarch, with his youthful queen, sits at the table 
head; 
The fairest fields of Attica for him their harvest bore, 
And geuerons was his royal heart and bountiful his store. 
A tiller of the land by day, a teacher by the hearth, 
'Yhell sunset seaI'd his glorious book, the widespread, 
beauteous earth; 
No tangling pnrple trail'd b
hind his active linlbs, 110 rod 
Of kingly show ere mock'd his hand; 110 mimicry of God; 
His nanle through all Ionia was held in reverence n1eet, 
And blessings circled round his head, and prayers enthroned 
his feet. 
l\Ietanira and her royal spouse sat at the table head, 
And the household and the guests are there for whom the 
board was spread; 
The wild boar, anù the antler'd deer lie shorn of speed and 
strength, 
Along that royal banquet board stretched in their an1p]e 
length; 
And the roof with ivy interlaced, and latticed with the 


VIne, 
Hangs its clustering grapes above their heads, over their 
kindred wine; 
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And tbe thick-set pillars, either hand, are cover'd down with 
flowers, 
,Yhich, on Ceplusns' bank late lured the wood-nyn1 phs from 
their bowers. 
But where are the two royal sons of l\Ietallira's wOlnb? 
Their yacant seats affront their sire-why COlne the youths 
not home? 
Triptolenlus and Diepholl were not ,,"ont to miss the feast: 
Gloom deepen's, on the 111other's brow as the evening shades 
in creased. 
Lo! they enter that long banquet-hall leading in a stranger- 
guest, 
A \Yeary ll1atron whom they found by the 1vaJside taking 
rest; 
Then sn1Ïled the queenly nlother her two kind boys to see, 
And the hospitable Celeus place<1 a son on either knee; 
And the weary Inatron by the queen is placed with honor meet, 
And nlaidens bear her water to cool her travell'd feet; 
And Diephon frotn his father's hand gave the ripe fruit of 
the yine; 
And Triptolenlus flung his anus round a beaker flU'd with 
"\\'111 e, 
And, in their artlesR, chik1ish speech, which age can lie 'e1' 
translate, 
They press\l then1 on their 11latron friend, who bless'd them 
as she ate. 
}(ing Celeus bade his guests farewell, the lady alone sits stilJ, 
,Yhen, lo! what sudden glory the silent hall doth fill ? 
Aurora 0 'er the mountains ne 'er loosed such golden flood 
As ponr'd around the spot where the guest a goddess stood- 
" 
 a.y, Celeus," cried her silvery voice, " stoop not your head 
in fear! 
Nor thou, 0 happy nlother, l\Ietanira! Lut draw nea1'- 
And fear 111e 110t, IllY bOJs beloved ! 
t is Ceres calls you now; 
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Come to Jour guest, nor tremble at the halo on her brow, 
For blessèd shall this household be, and bIessèd every one- 
Thou, monarch! and thou, 1110ther I Triptolemus, Diephon I 
Beside the way I languish'd, ah me! how wearily! 
The fear of Pluto's darksome reahn on Iny heart lay heavily; 
They found me as a WOlnan, their kindness hath restored 
All the IInnlortal to Iny soul-l\Ietanira, hear my word: 
I will nurse thy boys until they grow of men the lordliest- 
best, 
.A..nd their thirst for greatness shall be fed from Ceres' child- 
less breast; 
They shall draw the pap's el
xir that once fed Proserpine, 
And never yet had Attica such sons as these of thine I" 
Full thankful 'were the monarch and the nlother for their 


sons, 
Through ,vhose veins the immortal ichor already plenteous 
runs- 
Their tow'ring forms and glowing eyes bespeak their fos- 
terage rare, 
And fills their father's heart with hope, their mother's with 
new care; 
For beings cannot tenant Earth, if for Earth framed too 
finely, 
N or this ,,:-orld's limits satisfy souls that aspire divinely- 
And sadder l\Ietanira grew, as, evel'Y òay apace, 
Her sons walk'd godlier in thought, and heavenlier in grace; 
.And she watch'd with stealthy constancy the godJess' every 


move, 
Lest she should bear a "
ay for aye the children of her love. 
Each evening at the twilight hour Ceres retired apart 
'Yith the youths she loved, to work for theln a rite's mys
 
terious art; 
She sooth'd them to deep slumber, then spread a couch of 
f1alue, 
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There she nightly laid thell1 till they less and less of earth 
oeCaJlle. 
Sneh is the art which still survives, such is the penal pa.in 
Through ,,,hich the sons of earth to a spirit-life attain; 
But 
letanira., on an eve, this ordeal chanced to spy, 
It roused the hUlnan mother's fear, she raised a fearful cry- 
The spell was broke, Diephon woke to perish in the fire, 
And Triptolemus scarce escaped for death more quick and 
diI:e . 
, 
And Ceres, ll10aning piteously, forever passed a way, 
And Celeus neyer saw her more, though he sought her nl:lUY 
a day. 
Even yet Diephon's destiny tunes many an Attic lyre, 
How he perish'd earth-waked on the couch of pnrifyillg fire! 


IIA.X...YIBAL'S VISION OF TIlE GODS OF CARTIL1GE.1I5 


I. 
I SWEAR to thee, Silenus, 't was not an idle dream, 
'Vhen the gods of Cartha.ge call'd me by the Ebro's rushing 
strea1l1, 
'Vhen I stood an1Íd the council of the deities of Tyre- 
And I felt a spirit on me, the spirit of IDJT SI1'e. 


II. 
You know if I am fen.rful, )?et I quiver'd when I saw 
The mighty form of I{ronos, fun of nlajesty and awe- 
His glance was far and lifted, like one looking into space, 
'Vhen he turn'd it full upon me abash'd I hid my face. 


III. 
I heard the thrones COllUnUl1lng in a language strange and 
high., 
'V ords of earth and words of heaven, in opinion and reply; 
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Names and actions all fanliliar, cherish'd 
ecrets all untold, 
'Yere rningled in their councils ,,
ith the unknown and the 
old. 


IV. 


The prayer I pray'd at Gades, the boyish oath I swore- 
The slaughter at Saguntuln which slaked the thirsty shore, 
The tribes we Slnote at Tagus, all the actions of Iny youth 
Pass'd bodily before me, till I trembled at their truth. 


V. 


Then a deity descended and touch'd me with his hand, 
And I sn;w, outspread before nle, the fair Italian land; 
Its interwoven valleys, where the vine and olive gro\
 
And the god who touch'd me, speaking, said gently, "l
ise 
and go I" 


VI. 
But I knelt and gazed, as gazing I would have aye renlain'd, 
This was the destined labor-this was the task ordain'd- 
As like a dragon breathing fire, I was loosed to overrun 
These gardens of all flowers, these cities of the Sun. 


VII. 


'Yhere OJl snow-fed Eriùallus the sacred poplars grieyc, 
'Yhere the artists of Etruria their spells and gannen ts 
weave; 
By a lake an1Ïd the mountains, by a gliding southern stream, 
Hosts and consuls fell before me-I swear't was not a drean1. 


VIII. 


'Ye Slnote thelll with the sling, we smote them with the bow, 
Libyan and N umidian, and Iberian footn1en slow; 
Aud the elephants of Iud, and the lances of the Gaul, 
Bore the standard of our Carthage, victorious over all. 



370 


POEMS ON GENERAL HISTORY. 


IX. 
I heard the voice of wailing, I heard the voice of Rome, 
Then I knew nlY day was waning, I knew nlY hour was conle, 
For to me a bound is given by the gods whonl I obey, 
And the wail of ROll1e nlust usher in the evening of my 
day. 


x. 


But I swear to thee, Silenus, since the vision of that night, 
'Yhen all the Tyrian deities were given to my sight, 
I cast no look behind nle, I l1t;lrse no weak desires 
For the lovely one I quitted, for the palace of my sires. 


XI. 


The daughter of Caluso, whose beauty thou hast seen, 
rrhe ample halls of Barca, are as visions that have been; 
The belov'd ancestral city, ,vith its tenlples and its walls, 
Has no message ,vhich my spirit from its destiny recalls. 


XII. 


Beyond those peaks of crystal, my path lies on and on, 
'Yhere the gods have drawn the channel there nlust the 


rIver run; 
For me, a tomb or triumph, exile or welcome home- 
But the dragon of the vision must work its work at Rome! 


TIlE A.LVS JVER OF SIJIONIDES. 


I. 


"'V HAT say'st thou?" Unto Simonides 
King Riero spake: "0 thou wise! 
'Yho Jieldeth yonder orb its rays- 
'Vho setteth th(t night-watch in the skies? 
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'Yho stirreth up this wonL1rous sea 
That waiteth here in Syracnse? 
If thou hast re::Hl this 111ystery, 
I pray thee do Hot thy friend reÎuse I" 
" Of nights and clays I ask for seven, 
o King! for this secret lies in heaven." 


II. 


Seven nights were pass'cl and seven days, 
'Yhen thus again l\:.ing I-liero said- 
" I pray thee, wise Sinlonicles, 
Hast thou our last week's riddle read? 
I know than art not rash to speak, 
Nor dost thou fear what may befall, 
That light will fronl thy darkness break- 
:K ow who is God and Lord of all?" 
But he answer'd : "Grant 111e another seven 
Days, for this secret bides in heaven I" 


III. 


Seven clays 1n01'e were overpast, 
And IIiero sought the sage's cell, 
A
sured the hour was come at last, 
The secret of the skies to tell; 
But he found the prophet worn and wan 
'Yith travaiJ, and vigil, and lonely thought; 
" It is not given to l110rtal man 
To find," he said, "that which I sought: 
'Vherefore, if all life's days were given, 
o !{ing, I still should ask for seven I" 
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TIlE JE1VS IN BAB YL OY. 


[Psalm cxxx:yi., verse i.," Upon the rivers of Babylon, there we sat and 
'Wept, and we remembered Sion; v. ii. On the 'Willows in the midst thereof wé 
hung up our instruments; v. iii. For there they, that led us into captivity, 
requireù of us the worùs of song. And they that carried us away said: 'Sing 
ye to us a llymll of the songs of 
ion ;' v. iv. How shall we sing the songs of the 
Lord in a strange land ?"' 


I. 


THE sun dwelt on the royal dOI11es 
Of Babylon the great- 
The captives sat upon the stones 
'Vithout the water gate; 
The river through the willows rush'c1, 
'Vhere they their harps have hung, 
For sorrow all their songs had hush'd 
And all their harps unstrung. 


II. 


Forth came a thoughtless city throng, 
And round the mourners drew- 
"Con1e, sing to us a Sion SOlJg, 
And string your harps anew?" 
" Ah no, not so 1" the captives said, 
" Not in a stranger land- 
Song from our hearts is b:;tnishèd, 
And skill from every hand. 


III. 


" Jerusalem 1 dear Jerusalem, 
Could thy sons sing or play, 
And thou that art all earth to them 
So fallen and far away? 
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0, Sion! may the tongue or hand 
That first forgets thee, rot- 
If thou art fallen, our native land, 
Thou art not quite forgot." 


IV. 


The Babylonian troop are gone 
In thoughtful nlood, a,vay- 
The riyers and their tears flow on, 
And none their grief gainsay: 
Their sad harps on the willows swing, 
Their lips in secret pray- 
That yet in Sian they may sing 
Their native Sian lay. 


A.4V EASTERN LEGEJotD. 


I. 


OXCE there was a Persian nl01Utrch, 
(So the Persian poets sing,) 
Agèc1, honor'd, great, religious, 
E,'ery inch a l11an and king; 
Night andl\Iorl1ing ,,,ere his subjects, 
North and South bow'd down the bead, 
All went well within his palace, 
Till his only son fell dead. 


II. 


Then his grief broke out in frenzy, 
On the floor he dash'ù his crown, 
Tore his gray bearc1 in his nladllcss, 
Call'd God's lightning inlpions down. 
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Till at length a S:1ge of sages, 
'Y11o the Past and Future read, 
By c0111mand was brought before him, 
Orc1er'J. to restore the Dead! 


III. 
And the Sage but stipulated 
This condition with the !(ing, 
That three 11len who never suffer'd 
Sorrow, first they there should bring; 
Then the lnighty 11l0narch's servants 
Sought the three afar and long, 
But the happiest had known sorrow, 
Disappointment, loss, or wrong! 


IV. 
Then the 111ighty Persian monarch, 
(So the Persian poets sing,) 
Seeing sorrow universal, 
Felt hinlself again a king; 
Calmly for the path of duty 
Girded he his annoI' on, 
And perform\l his rOJallabors, 
Till, in tÜlie, he found his son.. 


CALEB A.i.VD JOSHUA. 


[Tn the 13th and 14th chapters of the Book of Numbers, the reader will find the 
hbtory herein paraphrased.] 


I. 
'V llE
 1\lose8 led the doubting host 
Frolll Pharoah's power anù Egypt's coast, 
God was his ally and his guide 
Through forc11ess floods and deserts wide; 
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Though years were spent and young men ben t- 
Fan1ine in field, and. feud in tent, 
The valiant Prophet and his band 
Believed and sought the Pron1Ìsed Land. 


II. 


Now when in Pharan's sands they lay, 
Twelve were sent forth to seek the way, 
'Vhich through the thick of foenlen lay; 
And ten returning, pale with dread, 
Show'd :figs and grapes, but trerllbling said, 
, A giant race of Enac's brood 
Possess'd the soil, where cities stood 
l\Iid brazen walls find towers so high, 
That whoso sought to take ITIUst die." 


III. 


But two-apart froIll a11 the rest- 
Loudly the trembling tribes adùress'd: 
" The wa11s/' they said, "and towers are high, 
But do not nearly reach the sky- 
The men are n1en of mighty make; 
But, if we brethren courage take 
And trust in God and our own strength, 
'Ye'll win the Pron1Ïsed Land at length." 


IV. 


Above the camp there came a cloud, 
And forth fron1 it, as thunder loud, 
A voice of power which swore, of Illen 
Aliye, and in the desert then, 
The faithful two alone should tread 
The Land the lolord had promised. 
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v. 
l\Ien have perish'd, years have flown, 
The faithful two survive alone, 
God's hostages to hunutu sense, 
That faith is its OWll recon1pense. 
Caleb ! Joshua ! when will 111 en 
Put trust in God, as ye did then? 
NEW YORK, 1849. 


TIlE )[ACGABEES. 


[" -And every man saiù to his neigh or, , If we shall all do as our brethren 
haye done, and not fight against the heathen for our lives anù our justifications, 
they will now quickly root us out of the earth.' 
" And they ùetermined in that day, saying-" Whosoeyer shan come up 
against us to fight on the Sabbath, we will fight against him, and we will not 
all die, as our Lrethrell that were slain in the secrE:;t places. "-....1Iaccabces, 
chap. II., v. 40,41. 


I. 
DARKXESS 0 'ershadow'd Israel all, 
,y oe, and death, anc11amentation; 
The Heathen walk'd on Siou's wall, 
The TeIllple all was desolation; 
A dumb c1eIllOniac shape of stone 
'Yas raised upon God's holy altar, 
'Yhere chilùrell of the Faith kneel down, 
And fearful priests through false-rites falter. 


II. 


Buried the Book of God, the spirit 
Of 1\loses and of David gone- 
Lost the traditions they inherit, 
Their Sabbath scoff'cl and spat upon; 
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l\Ieek recusants, with bent necks bare, 
Besought swift death fron1 fire and sword, 
Of all deli vcrance in despair, 
Died, rather than deny the Lord. 


III. 


But other nlen of hardier mood 
In l\lodill's nlountains ,vander'd free, 
Their temple the o'erarching wood, 
The cn. ve their solen1n sanctuary; 
1\le11 who had s\vorn they would not die 
Like sh
un bles-
heep a willing prey, 
Had sworn to Ineet the enelny 
Though he should come on Sabbath-day. 


IV. 


Their chiefs \vere J udas-Israel's shield, 
Her buckler, sword, and lnorning star; 
The first in eyery arduous field 
To bear the burden of the \var; 
And SÜnon sage, the man of lore, 
'Yhose dOWllcast eyes read cOIning signs; 
'Yho, fron1 afar, coull! foes explore, 
And counteract their dark designs. 


v. 


Oh, valiant Assidean chiefs, 
Ho\v well Jour fathers' will Je wrought, 
How lifted Israel frolll her griefs, 
And bore her on your shields aloft; 
" She shall not perish!" so Je swore- 
They shall not root ns out of earth; 
OUI' fathers' God we dare adore, 
And rule the l'eahn that. gave us birth." 
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VI. 


Oh! noble pair! with awful odds 
Seron, LJsias, Nicanor, COllle ! 
Their trust is in their Syrian gods, 
Your finner faith is in :your own! 
Ho,v valiantly, year after :year, 
Ye gird :your loins for warfare grand! 
How proud at last your flag ye rear 
0' er :your regenerated land! 


VII. 


o God! I know an ancient race 
As sore oppress'd as Israel once, 
Fierce foes fronl earth would fain erase 
Our faithful fathers' filial sons; 
'Vïlt Thou not grant us shield and sword 
For this last l\Iaccabean war? 
A Simon and a J ndas, Lord! 
Thy outlaw'd faithful to restore? 


TIlE STAR OF TIlE 
MAGl AKD OF BETllLEHEJl. 


I. 


"'V HENCE is the star that shineth so brightly? 
'Tis not of those that arise for us nightly- 
Pale in its presence appearing all others, 
It lOOlY1S like a first-born over its brothers." 


II. 


The herds of Arabia lay gather'd and sleeping, 
The sons of the shepherds their watches were keeping, 
'Yhen the star of our faith all lustrous and tender, 
Fill'd the desert of grass with the sheen of its splendor. 
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III. 
Thell, in wonder and terror they ran to their seers, 
'Yisest of 111en, in those prÌlnitive year
, 
Ishnlae]'s priests, the renown'd of SaLæ, 
'Yho grew pale in the light that arose o'er Judea. 


IY. 


To their eyes, star-reveal\1, an augelical choir 
Fill'd the heavens with tirubrel, and allthen1, and lyre, 
And they heard through the cahu of that lnarvellous morn, 
That the king, that the lion of Judah was born. 


v. 
Then the magi and lords of the desert arose, 
Aud gath'ring the nl)Trh in the Orient that grows, 
And the incense of Saba, in censer and coffer, 
And the ,'irginal ore from the far mines of Ophir I 


VI. 
By Jordan they sought the :i\Iessiah in Zion, 
The desert-born loo}{'d for the trace of" the Lion"- 
Dark, dark as Sinai enshrouded in thunder, 
Grew Herod, the king, at their tidings of wonder. 


YII. 
Again rose the star of the Orient, to guide them 
To the ox and the ass, and earth's Saviour beside them, 
'Yhere, child-like and weak, the :i\Iaster of Ages 
. Took tribute iron1 Araby's princes and sages. 


YIlI. 
So l11ay God grant to us, an1Ïd all our denlel'it, 
TIle faith, love, aud hope of the lnen of the desert, 
For us, a
 for theIll, dawns the Inarvellous morn, 
Ana the angels ate 
ingillg-" Lo! Jesus is born." 
Chrbtm3.s Eve, 18.31. 
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VIII. 


RE-CONQUEST OF THE SPA).''1SIl LA
VD. 


I. 
l\IA
Y a day in SUU11ner tiule Ramiro, froln the North, 
au the fair fields of the South Îlnpatiently look'a forth; 
And in winter, when the torrents caIne like bandits leaping 
down 
Fronl their high Asturian hOl11es, he avoided tower and 
to wn, 
And, scowling froln some pathless pass, he spent the fruitless 
day 
Counting the l\Ioo1'ish castles far beneath him as they lay. 


II. 


By the altar of Saint Jago upon Christmas Eve he stood; 
Hoarsely thunder'd past the strealn; wildly waved the naked 
wood. 
In the little nlountain chapel King RanlÎro knelt alone, 
'Yhen Saint Jago thus bespoke hiru, fronl his effigy of stone: 
" Raluiro, !{ing llan1Îro! thou who wonlLlst re-conqner Spain, 
You have allies in the winter, in the darkness, and the 1'ain- 
Strike when your foe is weakest, and JOU shall not strike 
in vain !" 


III. 


On the banks of the Dont'o there is darkness-there is rain; 
On the banks oî t,he Donro there is striking-not in vain! 
The eagles of the North, from their high Asturian nest.s, 
Are f:lsten'd on the 1\loslel11s, like falcons in their crests. 
On the dOl11es of COlnpostello there is darkness-there IS 


raUl, 
} lld benen 4 h feasts I\:.ïng Ran1Ïro, tho Deliverer of Spain. 
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T II E Y I R G I.ZV' 
[
1 R Y'S I{ N I G II T. 116 


A BALLAD OF THE CRUSADES. 


BENEATH the stars in Palestine seven knights discoursing 
stood, 
But not of warlike work to conle, 1101' foriner fields of blood, 
Nor of the joy the pilgrims feel, prostrated far, who see 
The hill where Christ's atoning blood pour'd down the penal 
tree; 
Their theme was old, their thenle ,vas new, 'twas sweet and 
Jet 'twas bitter, 
Of noble ladies left behind spoke cavalier and ritter, 
And eyes grew bright, and sighs arose from every iron breast, 
For a dear wife, or plighted maid, far in the widowed 'Vest. 


Toward the knights caIne Constantine, thrice noble by his 
birth, 
And ten tinles nobler than his blood, his high out-shining 
worth, 
His step was slow, his lips were moved, though not a word. 
he spoke, 
Till a gallant lord of Lombardy his spell of silence broke. 
" 'Vbat aileth thee, 0 Constantine, that solitude you seek? 
If counselor if aid you need, we pray thee do but speak; 
Or dost thou nlourn, like otherfrère.
, thy lady-love afar, 
'Yhose ÍInage shineth nightly through yon European star?" 


Then answer'd courteous Constantine, "Good Sir, in sÏ1nple 
tru th, 
I chose a gracious lady in the heydey of 111Y youth, 
I wear her image on IllY heart, and when that heart is cold, 
The secret n13.Y be rifled thence, but never must be tala. 
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For her I love and ,vorship well by light of morll or even, 
I ne'er shall see IllY mistress dear, until we Il1eet in heaven, 
But this believe, brave ca.valiers, there never was but one 
Such lady as IllY holy love, beneath the blessèd snn." 


He ceased, anJ pass'd ,vith sole111n step on to an olive grove, 
Aud kneeling there he prayed a prayer to the ladJ of his 
love, 
And mallJ a ca.valier whose lance had still maintained his 
own 
Beloved to reign without a peer, all earth's unequall'd one, 
Look'd tenderly on Constantine in camp and in the fight; 
'Vith wonder and with generous pride they n1ark'd the light- 
ning light 
Of his fearless sword careering through the unbelievers' 
rank s, 
As angry Rhone sweeps off the vines that thicken on his 
banks. 


"He fears not death come when it will, he longeth for his 
love, 
And fain would. find SOl11e sudden path to where she dwells 
above. 
How should he fear for dJing when his mistress dear is 
dead ?" 
Thus often of Sir Constantine his watchful conlrades said; 
Until it challL-ed from Sion "'all the fatal arrow flew, 
That pierced the outworn ann or of his faithful bosom 
through; 
And never was such Il1onrl1ing made for knight in Palestine 
As thy loyal cOlllrades lllade for thee, belovèù Constantine! 


Beneath the royal tent the bier was gU:1l'lleJ uight aud day, 
'Vhere with a halo round his head the Christian cllall1pion 
lay; 
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That talisman upon his breast-what 111ay that marvel be 
'Yh;ch kept his ardent soul through life froln every error 
free? 
Approach! behold! nay, ,vorship there the Ï1nnge of his 
love, 
The heayenly qneen who reigneth all the sacred hosts above 
Nor wonder that around his bier there lingers such a light, 
For the SpOtlésS one that sleepeth, was the Ble
ðèd Virgin's 
[{night .' 
'Vritten on LadJr-ùar, 1853. 


GOL UJ.JI BUS. 


A FR\ G )IENT. 


I. 


STAR of the Sea, to whon1, age after age, 
The Inaiden kneels whose lover sails the sea- 
Star, that the drowning death-pang can assuage, 
And shape the soul's course to eternity- 
1\lother of God, in Bethlehem's crib confined, 
1\lothe1' of God, to Egypt's realm exiled- 
Thee do I ask to aid Iny anxious mind, 
And make this book find favor with thy child! 


II. 


Of one who liyed and labor'd in thy ray, 
I would rehearse the striving and snccess- 
Through the dense past I ne'er shall find. Iny way 
Unless thou helpest, holy Comfortress! 
A world of doubt anLl darkness to evade, 
An ocean all unknown to Christian killd- 
Another world by natnre's self array'd, 
O'er t.he wide waste of waves, I seek to find! 
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III. 
From Jesus death the fifteenth century's close 
'Vas near at h:1ud for all the elder world, 
'Yhen sharp and ominous the Crescent rose 
On shores from whjch the Holy 01'OSS was lnul'd- 
Constantine's city saw its banner torn, 
Its shrines all down, its people flying far- 
Saw, year by year, the 
loslenl hosts return 
'Yith some fresh trophies of the Christian war. 


IV. 
No more the Red Cross in the 'Yest inflamed 
The valiant to the ancient enterprise- 
No lllore Jerusalenl, all pale and 111aÏ1n'd, 
Bled, like its Lorù, before the nation's eyes! 
Godfrey and Richard in their ar1110r slept, 
The sword of Tancred rusteù, sheath'd ill clay- 
Europe still wept, but for herself she wept, 
And her grief wore not, in Tilne's course, away! 


v. 


Rome trelnbled, like Jerusalem of old, 
The Tiber shrank at e\'ery eastern breeze; 
N one in all CIl1'i::;tendor11 was found so bold 
To seek the Sultan in his ne""-won seas; 
rrhe Adriatic sky by day was dark, 
Italian galleys crept more close to shore; 
Venice, beneath the Lion of Saint l\Iark, 
Paid the Turk tribute, thankful 'twas not more! 


YI. 
France gather'd in her liJnbs, like one benumb'd 
Beneath an icy and destructive sky, 
And once before the Crescent she succulnb'd, 
And begg'd the peace she could not force or buy; 
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Albion, as yet disjointed and unbound, 
Slumber'd securely in the watery 'Yest, 
One only champion Europe yet had found, 
One only ann to guard her naked breast. 


VII. 
Among the troubled Powers swart Spain arose, 
Arn1'd and inspired, the battle's. brunt to bear- 
God's foes were hers, but even for heathen foes 
Her chivalry ,vould open a career; 
Gentle, but faithful, constant to her creed, 
Buoyant amid the banners of the field, 
Grave in the council at the hour of need, 
Europe's true champion and Religion's shield. 


YIII, 
Two wec1dec1 sovereigns goyern'd in Spain, 
He, froln the North, as cautious and as cold- 
She, from the South, of the more generous strain, 
Less bound in love of acres or of gold; 
Isabel, bright and generous as the spring 
That plants the primrose in the peasant's path, 
And Ferdinand, the sage but callous king, 
'Vhose mufiled hand ne'er left the sign of wrath. 
* * * * * * * 


SEBASTIAN CABOT TO IllS LAD Y. 117 


DEAR, my Lady, you willllnderstand 
By these presents coming to Jour hand, 
'Vritten in the Hyperborean seas, 
('Yhere n1Y love for you c10th never freeze,) 
Underneath a sky obscured with light, 
Albeit call'd of mariners the night, 
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That my thoughts are not of la,uds unknown, 
Or buried gold beneath the southern zone, 
But of a treasure dearer fa,l' to l11e, 
In a far isle of the sail-shadow'd sea. 


I ask'd the Sun but lately as he set, 
If nlY dear Lady in his course he met- 
That she was matronly and passing tall, 
That her young brow cover'd deep thought withal, 
Tha t her full eye was purer azure far 
Than his own sky, and brighter than a star; 
That her kiud hands were whiter than the snow 
That IneIted in the tepid tide below, 
Thnt her light step was stately as her nlind, 
Steaòfc],st as Faith, and soft as sun1luer wind; 
"\Yhether her cheek was pale, her eye was wet, 
..A.nd where and when nlY Lady dear he 111et ? 


And the Sun spoke not: next I ask'Ll the "\Yinò 
"\Yhich lately left nlY native shores behind, 
If he had seen IllY Love the groves anlong, 
That round our hOl11e their guardian shelter llung, 
If he had heard the voice of song arise 
Fronl that dear roof beneath the eastern skies, 
If he had borne a prayer to heaven fl'Olil thee 
For a lone ship and thy lone Lord at sea? 
And the 'Yincl answer'Ll not, but fled alnain, 
As if he fear'd my questioning again. 


Anon the l\Ioon, the nleek-faced minion rose, 
But nothing of ll1Y love could she disclose,- 
Then nlY soul, llloved by its strong will, trod back 
The shiunnering vestige of our vessel's track, 
And I beheld you, darling, by our hearth. 
GOllO was your girlish LloOlll and Inaiden luirth, 
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.A.nd Care's too early print ,vas on the brow, 
'Vhere I have seen the sunshine shamed ere now; 
And as un to Jour widow'd bed you pass'Ll, 
I saw no more-tears blinded 111e at last. 


But mourn not, 
Iar.r, let 110 dismal dre::un 
Darken the current of Hope's flowing streaU1; 
Trust Hirn who sets his stars on high to guide 
Us sinful sailors through the pathless tide, 
The God ,vho feeds the n1
Tiads of the deep, 
And. spreads the oozy couches where they sleep; 
The God who gave even 111e a perfect 'wife, 
The star, the lamp, the conlpass of DIY life, 
'Yho win replace Ille on a tranquil shore, 
To live with Love and yon. for evern10re. 


The watch is set, the tired sailors sleep, 
The star-eyed sky o'erhal1g's the drealllY aeop- 
Ko 1110I'e, no 11101'e: I can no further write; 
Vain are IllY Big-lIs, and weak IllY words this night; 
TIut kneeling here, filllÌ<..l the seething sea, 
I pray to God, Ill} Lest beloyed, for thee; 
Aud if that prayer be heard, as well it 111ay, 
Onr parting night shall have a glorious day. 


J 
1 C (2 U Ese_Ill TIE R . 


I. 
I
 the seaport of Saint )Ialo, 'twas a. smiling morn, in l\Iay, 
'Yhen the Comlllodore Jacques Cartier to the westward 
sail'd away; 
III the crow<led old cathedral all the town were on their 
knees, 
For the 
i1fo return of kinsn1en from the uncliscover'd seas; 
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And every autumn blast that swept o
er piilnacle and pier, 
Fill'dlnanly hearts with sorrow and gentle hearts with fear. 


II. 


A year pass'c1 o'er Saint l\Ialo-again came round the day 
'Vhen the C01l11110dore Jacques Cartier to the westward 
sail'd away; 
But 1
 tidings fronl the absent had come the way they went, 
And tearful were the vigils that lnany n, nlaiden spent; 
And luaul)' hearts were fill'd with gloon1, find gentle hearts 
,vith fear, 
'Vhen no tidings came from Cartier at the closing of the 
:rear. 


III. 


But the Earth is as the Future, it hath its hidden side, 
And the Captain of Saint 1\la10 was rejoicing, in his pride, 
In the forests of the North-while his towllSlnen 1110urn'd 
his loss 
He was rearing on 1\Iount Royal thefleu7'-de-lís and cross; 
And when two 1110nth8 were over and added to the year, 
Saint 
Ialo hail'd hin1 bonle again, cheer answering to cheer. 


IV. 
He told tbel11 of a region, hard, iron-bound and cold, 
Nor seas of pearl abounded, nor mines of shining gold, 
"\Yhere the wind from Thulé freezes the word upon the lip, 
And the ice in spring conleS sailing athwart the early ship; 
lIe told them of the frozen scene until they thrill'J with fear, 
And piled fresh fuel on the hearth to nutke hil11 better cheer. 


v. 


But when he changed the strain-he told how soon is cast 
In early spring the fetters that hold the waters fast; 
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Ho,v the winter causeway, broken, is drifted out to sea, 
And the rills and rivers sing with pride the anthen1 of the 
free; 
I-Iow the n1agic wand of sumlller clad the landscape, to his 
eyes, 
Like the dry bones of the just, when they wake in Paradise. 


VI. 
He told then1 of the Algonquin braves-the hunters of the 
wilJ, 
Of ho'w the Indian l110ther in the forest rocks her child; 
Of how, poor souls! they fancy, in every liYing thing 
A spirit good or evil, that claÏlns their worshipping; 
Of how they brought their sick and nw,Í1n'J for him to 
breathe upon, 
And of the wonders ,vrought for them through the Gospel 
of St. J ohn. lIl 


VII. 
lIe told theIll of the riyer whose mighty current gave 
Its freshness, for a hundred leagues, to Ocean's briny wave; 
He told theln of the glorious scene presented to his sight, 
'Yhat time he 1'9:11"<1 the cross and crown on Hochelaga's 
height, 
Anù of the fortress cliff that keeps of Canada the key, 
And they ,velcollleù back Jacques Cartier frolll his perils 
over sea. 


J
1CQ UE'S CAll TIER AJ..V D TIlE CIllL D. 


I. 
,y HE
 Jacques Cartier return'd fron1 his voyage to the west- 
\varL1, 
1\.11 was uproar in Saint )Ialo and shouting of welconle- 
Dear to his heart were the hail and the grasp of his tOW118- 
nH
n, 
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And dear to his pride the fayor and thanks of King Francis. 
But of all who ùl'ew nigh-such was the cast of his llature- 
A god-child beloved, he most delighted to answer 
On all the surn1ises that fill the fancy of children. 


IT. 


" Tell n1e," she said., " what you found far a,\yay in the wood- 
lands; 
Say how Jon felt when you saw the savages standing 
Ann'd on the shore, and heard the first sound of their war- 
cry? 
'Yere yon afraid then?" QuiGtly snliled the brave sailor- 
"Xay, little danghter," he sàid, ,; I was not afraid of the 
red n1en; 
But when I saw then1, I sighed., alas! for the bondage, 
The darkness that hangs over all the lost children of Adanl. 
As I in the depths of their forests nlÏght wander and wander 
Deeper and deeper, and finJing no outlet forever- 
So they, in the old desolation of folly and error, 
Are lost to their kind.rec1 di\ine in 111ansiol1s eterna1. 


III. 


" And then, daughter dearest, I bless' a God in truth and. In 
secret, 
That he had not suffer'd IllY lot to be with the heathen, 
But cast it in France-anlong a people so Christian; 
And then I bethought n1e, perad.venture to me it is given 
To lead the vanguard of Truth to the Ï111nost recesses 
Of this lost region of souls \vho kno\v not the Gospel. 
And these were the thoughts I had far away in the wood- 
Ian ds, 
"Then I saw the sayages ann'd, and heard the roar of their 
war-cry," 
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'VERSES LV 110
YOR OF JL1RG3RET EO-CRGEOrs. 119 


DARK is the lio.ht of Pro ! )hecy-no heDxenlv de'w3 distill 
o " " 
On Sian's rock, on Jordan's vale, or Hennon's holy hill- 
"Sat;e liS, 0 L01"a!" the Psalmist cries, pouring his soul's 
c0111plaint; 
S.lve us, 0 Lord! in these our days, for Israel has no Saint. 
Not half so dnrk the sky of night, her starry hosts without, 
As the night-tÜne of the nations when God's living lanlps go 
out. 


nut wondrous IS the love of God! who sends his shining 
host, 
From age to age, fron1 race to race, from utmost coast to 
coast; 
And wondrous 'twas ill our own land-e'en on the spot we 
tread- 
Ere yet the forest monarchs to the axe had bow'd the head, 
That in our very hour of da'Yll, a light for us was set, 
Here on the royal 11l0uIÜain's side, whose lustre guides us 
yet. 


'Tis pleasant in the gay greenwood-so all the poets sing- 
To breathe the very breath of flowers, and hear the sweet 
birùs sing, 
'Tis pleasant to shut out the ,vorld-behind their curtain 
green, 
Anc1live and laugh, or niuse and pray, forgotten and unseen; 
But Inen or angels seldonl saw a sight to heaven more dear, 
Than Sister 
1 argaret and her flock, upon our hillside here. 


Fron1. 1110rn tin eve, a hun1 arose, above the 111:1p1e trees, 
A hUlll of h<.!nnollY aud praise fronl Sister ::\Iargnl'et's Leesj 
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Egyptian hue and spoech uncouth, grew fair and sweet, when 
won 
To sing the song of J\lary, and to serve her Saviour Son; 
The courier halted on his path, the sentry on his round, 
And bare-head bless'd the holy nun who made it holy ground. 


There ml111e a day of teillpest, where all was peace before- 
The Huron war-cry rang disillay on Hochelaga's sho1'e- 
Then in that day all men confess'd, with all man's humbled 
pride, 
How brave a heart, till God's good time, a convent serge may 
hide. 
Tlie savage triumph'd o'er the saint-a tiger in the fold- 
But the nlountain mission stands to-day! the Huron's tale is 
told! 


Glory to God who sends his saints to all the ends of earth, 
Wherever Adam's ernng race have being or have birth, 
Glory to God who sheds his saints, our sunshine and our 
de'w, 
Through all the realms and nations of the Old World and the 
New, 
'Vho perfumes the Pacific 'vith his lily and his rose, 
Who sent his holy ones tob less and bloom amid our snows! 


Dear 1\lother of our nlountain home! loved foundress of our 
school- 
Pray for thy children that they keep thy every sacred rule, 
Be
eech thy glorious Patron-our Lady full of grace- 
To guide and guard thy sisterhood-and her who fills thy 
place, 
Thy other self-to whom ""e know all glad obedience given 
As rendered to thyself will be repaid tenf01<1 in heaven! 
For thee, 111Y Country! Illanyare the gifts God gives to thee, 
And glorious is thine aspect, froin the sunset to the sea; 
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And many a cross is in thy nÜdst, and many an altar fair, 
And many a place where men may lay the burden that they 
bear. 
Ah! nlay it be thy crowning gift, the last as 'twas the first, 
To see thy children at the knee of :L\Iargaret BourgeoJs 
nursed. 


lIfoKTREAL, October, 1865. 


"OUR LA DYE OF TIlE Slf01V!" 


IF, Pilgrim, chance thy steps should lead 
'Yhere, eJnblenl of our holy creed, 
Canadian crosses glow- 
There yon nlay hear what here you read, 
And seek, in witness of the deed, 
Our Ladye cf the Snow.'120 


I. 


In the old times when France held sway 
Fronl the Balize to Hudson's Bay 
0' e1' all the forest free, 
A noble Breton cavalier 
Had n1ac1e his hOll1e for 111ay a year 
Beside the Rivers Three. 


II. 


To tempest and to trouble proof, 
Rose in the ,vild his glitt'ring roof 
To every trav'!er dear; 
The Breton song, the Breton dance, 
The very ahnosphero of France, 
Diffused a generous cheer. 
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III. 
St.range sight that on those fields of snow 
The genial vine of Gaul should. grow 
Despite the frigid sky! 
Strange pOlver of luan's all-conqu'ril1g will, 
That here the hearty Frank can still 
A ]'renchluan live and die! 


IV. 
The Seigneur's hair was ashen gray, 
But his good heart held holiday, 
As when, in youthful pride, 
He bared his shining blaJe before 
De Tracey's regiIuent on the shore 
'Yhich France has glorified. 


Y. 


Gay in the field, glad in the hall, 
The first at danger's frontier call, 
The 11lunblest devotee- 
Of God and of St. Catherine dear 
'Yas the stout Breton cavalier 
Beside the lli vel'S Three. 


VI. 
'Yhen bleak Deceillber's chilly blast 
Fetter'd the flowing waters fast, 
And swept the frozen plain- 
'YIlen, with a frighten'd. cry, half heard, 
Far southward :fled thE;) A.rctic bird, 
ProclaÏ111ing winter's reign- 


VIJ. 
His custom ,,-as, come foul, CaIne fair, 
For Chrisbuas Juties to repair 
Unto the Ville J.1[arie, 
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Tho city of the mount, which north 
Of tLe great River looketh forth, 
Across its sylntn sea. 


VIII. 


Fast fell the snow, and soft as sleep 
The hillocks look'd like frozen sheep, 
Like giants gray the hills- 
The sailing pine seelll'd canvas-spread 
'Yith its white burden overhead, 
And l11arble hard the rills. 


IX. 


,A. thick dull light where ray was none 
Of n100n, or star, or cheerful sun, 
Obscurely show'd the way- 
",Yhl1e nlerrily npon the blast 
The jingling horse-bells, pattering fast, 
'Timed the glad roundelay. 


x. 


Swift evo Cal1le on, and faster fell 
The WillllOW'd storm on ridge and dell, 
Effacing shape and sign- 
Until the scene grew blank at last, 
As when some seanlen from the mast 
Looks o'e1; the shoreless brine. 


XI. 


Nor marvel auo.ht to find ore loner 
b b 
In such a scene the death of song 
Upon the bravest lips- 
The enlpty only could be loud 
'Yhen Nature fronts us in her shroud 
Bencath the 8ky's f\clipse. 
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XII. 
Nor nutrvel n10re to find the steed, 
'lihough famed for spirit and for speed, 
Drag on a painful pace- 
'Yith drooping crest, and faltering foot, 
And painful whine, the weary brute 
Seen1S conscious of disgrace. 


XIII. 
Until he paused with mortal fear, 
Then plaintive sank upon the l11ere 
Stiff as a steed of stane- 
In vain the 111 aster winds his horn, 
None, save the howling wolves forlorn 
Attend the dying roan. 


XIV. 
Sad was the heart and sore the plight 
Of the benumb'd, bewilder'd knight 
K ow scralllbling through the storm. 
At every step he sank a pace- 
The death-dew freezing on his face- 
In vain each loud alarm! 


XV. 
The torpid echoes of the rock 
Answer'd with one unearthly mock 
Of danger round about! 
Then l11uffied in their snowy robes, 
Retiring sought their bleak abodes, 
And gave no second shout. 


XVI. 
Down on his knees hin1self he cast, 
Deeming that hour to be his last, 
Yet mindful of his faith- 
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He pray'd St. Catherine and St. J ohu, 
And our dear Ladye call'cl upon 
For grace of happy death. 


XVII. 


",Yhen lo! a light beneath the trees, 
",Yhich clank their brilliants in the breeze- 
And lo! a phantom fair, 
As God's in heaven! by that bless'd light 
Our Lady's self rose to his sight 
In robes that spirits wear! 


XVIII. 


Oh! lovelier, loyelier far than pen, 
Or tongue, or art, or fancy's ken 
Can picture, Vìas her face- 
Gone was the sorrow of the sword, 
And the last passion of our Lord 
Had left no living trace! 


XIX. 


As when the moon across the moor 
Points the lost peasant to his door, 
AnJ glistens on his pane- 
Or when alol1g her trail of light 
Belated boatmen steer at night, 
A harbor to regain- 


XX. 


So the warm radiance from her hands 
Unbind for him Deatll's icy bands, 
AnJ nerve the sinking heart- 
Her presence 111:1kes a perfect path. 
Ah! he who such a helper hath 
l\Iay anywhere depart. 
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XXI. 
All treInbling, as she onward smiled, 
Follow'd thnt I\:night our lllother Inild, 
Vowing a grateful YOW- 
Until far down the nlolu1tain gorge 
She led hinl to the antique forge, 
",Yhere her own shrine stands now. 


XXII. 
If, PiIgrin1, chance thy steps shouldleac1 
",Yhere, e111blenl of onr holy creed, 
Canadian crosses glow- 
There JOu lllay hear what here you read, 
And seek, ill witness of the deed, 
Our Lad ye of the Snow! 


TIIE DE
ITII OF HUDSO.1V. 


THE slayer Death is eyerywhere, anJ ll1any a l11ask hath he, 
i\Iany and awful are the shapes in which he sways the sea; 
SUlnetimes within a rocky aisle he lights his candle din1, 
Alld sits half-sheeted in the foanl, chanting a funeral hynl11; 
F nIl oft an1ÏJ the roar of winds we hear his awful cry, 
Guiding the lightning to its prey through the beclouded sky; 
SOlnetiInes he hides 'neath Tropic wayes, and, as the ship 
sails o'er, 
He holds her fast to the :fiery sun, till the crew can breathe 
no more. 


There is no land so far away but he meeteth lllankind there- 
He liyeth at the icy pole with the 'berg and the shaggy bear, 
lIe sn1Ïleth from the southron c
pes like a )Iay qneen in her 
flowers, 
He faJleth o'er the Inàian seas, dissolved in snnllner showers; 
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Bnt of an the sea-shapes he hath worn, Inay Illariners never 
knO'w 
Such fate as Heinrich Huùson found, in the labyrinths of 
SI10W_l
1 
The cold north seas' Cohuubus, whose bones lie far interr'cl 
U ncler those frigid waters where no song was e,'er heard. 
'Twas when be sail'd frolll An1sterdam, in the adventurous 
quest 
Of an ice-shored strait, through which to reach the fa.r and 
fabled '''''est; 
His dastard crew-their thin blood chill'd beneath the .Arctic 
sky- 
COIllLined against hiln in the night; his hands and feet they 
tie, 
And bind hÏ1n in a heln11ess boat, on that dread sea to sail- 
Ah, n1e! an oarless, shadowy skiff, as a schoolboy's vessel 
frail. 
Seven sick IHen, anù his only son, his comrades were to be, 
Eut ere they left the Crescent's side, the chief spoke, daunt- 
lessly: " 


"Ho, mutineers! I ash: no act of kindness at your hands- 
l\Iy fate I feel Blust steer 111e to Death's still-silent lands; 
But there is one Inan in n1Y Hhip ,yho sail'J with n1e of yore, 
By lnany a bay and headlanJ of the New 'V orld's eastern 
shore; 
Fronl Illùia's heats to Grecnland's snows he Jared to follow 


n1e, 
A.nd is lIE turn'J traitor tOOl is HE in league with ye?" 
U prose a voice frolll the 11lutineers, "Not I, Illy chief, not 1- 
I'll take Iny olù place by your side, though all be snre to die." 
Before his chief could bill hiln back, he is standing at his 
siùe ; 
The cable's cut-away thC'y drift" oyer the n1iclnight tide. 
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No word from any lip came forth, their strain'd eJes steadily 
glare 
At the vacant glooln, where late the ship had left them to 
despair. 
On the dark waters long was seen a line of fO
llny light- 
It pass'd, like the hem of an angel's robe, away from their 
eager sight. 
Then each man grasp'd his fellow's hand, some sigh'd, but 
none cou
d speak, 
'Vhile on, through pallid gloom, their boat drifts moaningly 
and weak. 


Sev
l1 sick lnen, dying, in a skiff five hundred leagues from 
shore 1 
Ohl never was such a .crew afloat on this world's waves be- 
fore; 
Seven stricken forms, seven sinking hearts of seven short- 
breathing men, 
Drifting over the sharks' abodes, along to the white bear's 
den. 
Oh I 'twas not there they could be nursed in homeliness and 
ease! 
One short day heard seven bodies siuk, whose souls God 
rest in peace! 
The one who first expired had lllost to note the foaln he 
lllade, 
And no one pray'd to be the last, though each the blow 
delay'd. 


Three still remain. "l\Iy son I Iny son I hold up 
Your head, 
lllY son! 
Alas! alas! nlY faithful nlate, I fear his life is gone." 
So spoke the trelnbling father-two cold hands in his breast, 
Breathing upon his dead boy's face, all too soft to break his 
rest. 
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The roar of battle could not wake that sleeper from his sleep; 
The trusty sailor softly lets hilli down to the yawning deep; 
The fated father hid his face while this was being done, 
Still1nurmuring Inournfully and low, "ßly son, my only son." 


Another night; uncheerily, beneath that heartless sky, 
The iceberg sheds its livid light upon thenl passing by, 
And each beholds the other's face, all spectre-like and wau, 
And even in that dread solitude 111an fear'd the eye of man! 
Afar they hear the beating surge sound fro111 the banks of 
frost, 
l\Iany a hoar cape round about 100n1s like a giant ghost, 
And, fast or slow, as they float 011, they hear the bears on 
shore 
Trooping down to the icy strand, watching them evernlO1'e. 


The morning Jawns; unto their eyes the light hath lost its 
cheer; 
N or distant sail, nor drifting spar within their ken appear. 
Enlbay'd in ice the coffin-like boat sleeps on the waveless tide, 
1Vhere rays of deathly-cold, cold light converge from every side. 
Slow crept the blood into their hearts, each manly pulse 
stood still, 
Huge haggard bears kept watch above on every dazzling hill. 
Anon the doonl'd men were entranced, by the potent frigid air, 
And they dream, as drowning men have dreamt, of fields far 
off and fair. 


"\Yhat phantoms :fill'd each cheated brain, no nlortal ever 
knew; 
'Vhat ancient sto1'1ns they weather'd o'er, what ßeas explored 


anew; 
'Vhat vast designs for future days-what honle hope, or 
what fear- 
There was no one 'mid the ice-lands to chronicle or hear. 
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So still they sat, the wcird faced seals bethought theln they 
were dead, 
And each raised froll1 the waters np his cautious wizard heall, 
Then circled round the arrested boat, like v::llnpires round a 
gra ve, 
Till frighted at their own resolve-they plunged beneath the 


wave. 


Evening closed round the n10veless boat, still sat en tranced 
the twain, 
'Yhen lo! the ice unlocks its a1'n1S, the tide pours in an1ain ! 
Away upon the streanlÍng brine the feeble skiff is borne, 
Thc shaggy 1110nsters howl behind their farewells all ftn"lorn. 
The crashing ice, the current's roar, broke IIudson's fairy 
spell, 
But nev(;r 1110re shall this world wake his con1rade tried so 
,veIl ! 
His brave heart's blood is chill'd for aye, yet shall its truth 
be tolJ, 
'Yhell the n1eIllOries of kings are worn from marble and from 
gold. 


Onward, onward, the helpless chief-the dead 111an for his 
111ate ! 
The shark far down in ocean's depth feels the pa.ssing of that 
fl'eigh t, 
And bounding fron1 his dread abyss, he snuffs the upper air, 
Then follows on the path it took, like lion fronl his lair. 
o Gael! it was a fearful yoyage and fearful cornpany, 
N or wonder that the stout sea-chief quiver'd froIn brow to 
knee. 
Oh! who would blan1e his manly heart, if e'en it quakc(l for 
fear, 
'Vhile 'Nhirl'd along on such a sea, with snch attendant near! 
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The shark hath found a readier prey, and turn'd him from 
the chase; 
The boat hath made another bay-a drearier pausing place- 
O'er arching piles of Llue-vein'd ice acltniUec1 t
 its still, 
'Yhite, fatho1111ess waters, palsiecl like the c100Iu\111lan's fet- 
ter'd will. 
Powerless he sat-that chief escaped so oft by sea and land- 
Death breathing o'er hÏ1n-all so weak he could not lift a. 
hand. 
Eyen his bloodless lips refused a last short prayer to speak, 
nut angels listen at the heart when the voice of Ulan is 
,veak. 


His heart and eye were suppliant turn'd to the ocean's Lord 
on high, 
The Borealis lustres were gathering in the sky; 
Froln South and North, frolll East llnd 'Yest, they clnster'J 
o'er the spot 
\Yhere breathed his last the gallant chief whose grave 111:1,11 
seeth not; 
Thpy 111ark'd hill1 die with steadfast gaze, as though in he3;n
n 
there were 
A passion to behold how he the fearful fate woulJ bear; 
They watch'd hÏ1n through the livelollg night-these couriers 
of the sky, 
Then fled to tell the listening stars how 'twas thûy saw hÜn 
die. 


He sleepeth where old 'Yillter's 1'ealn1 no genial air invadeR, 
IIis spirit burneth bright in heaven alllong the glorious 
slJ adf'R, 
'Yhose God-like dOOll1 on earth it was creation to ullfuld, 
Spanning thiR Inighty orb of ourR as through the SphCI es it 
roll'd. 
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His nan1e is written on the deep, the rivers as they run 
'Yill bear it tirneward o'er the w
rlù, telling what he hath 
done; 
The story of his voyage to Death, amid the Arctic frosts, 
'Yill be told by 1110Urnil1g lnarillers on earth's lnost distant 
coasts. 


T lIE LA. U]{ClI OF T lIE GRIF FI N. 


I. 
'YITHTN Cayuga's forest shade 
The stocks were set-the keel was laid- 
'Yet with the nightly forest dew, 
The fran1e of that first vessel grew. J22 
Strange was the sight upon the brim 
Of the swift river, even to hin1 
The builder of the bark; 
To see its artificial lines 
Festoon'd with summer's 
udden vines, 
Another ::New 'Vorld's ark. 


II. 
As rounds to ripeness manhood's schemes 
Out of youth's fond, disjointed dreall1s, 
So ripen'd in her kindred wood 
That traveller of the untried flood. 
And often as the evening sun 
Glean1' d on the group, their labor done- 
The Indian prowling out of sight 
Of corded friar anù belteù knight- 
And sn1Ïled upon then1 as they smiled, 
The builders on the bal'k--their child I 
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III. 
The hour has con1e: upon the stocks 
The 111asted hull already rocks- 
The lllallet in the master's hand 
Is poised to launch her from the land. 
Beside hinl, partner of his quest 
For the great river of the 'Vest, 
Stands the adventurous Recollel 
'Yhose page records that anxious day.123 
To him the master woul<l defer 
The final act-he will not bear 
That any else than hinl who plann'd, 
Should launch " the Griffin" from the land. 
In courteous conflict they contend, 
The knight and priest, as friend with friend- 
In that strange savage scene 
The swift blue river glides before, 
And still Niagara's awful roar 
Boon1s through the vistas green. 


IV. 
And now the mallet falls, stroke--stroke- 
On prop of pine and wedge of oak 
The vessel feels her way; 
The quick mechanics leap aside 
As, rushing down ward to the tide, 
She dashes thenl with spray. 
r.I.:.he ready warp arrests her course, 
And holds her for a while perforce, 
'Yl1Ïle on her deck the 111erry crevI 
l\1an every rope, loose every clew, 
And spread her can vas free. 
A way! 'tis <lone! the Griffin floats, 
First of Lake Erie's wingèù boats-- 
Her flag, the Fleur-de-lis. 
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Y. 


Gnn after gun proclaÏ1ns the hour, 
As nature yiellls to hUlllan power; 
And now upon the deeper cahn 
The Indian hears the holy psalm- 
Laudmnus to the Lord of Hosts! 
'Yhose na111e ullknown on all their coasts, 
The inmost wildernes8 shall know, 
'Yafted upon yon wings of snow 
That, sinking in the waters blue, 
SeeIn but SOllie lake-bird lost to view. 


VI. 


In old romance and fairy lays 
Its wondrous part the Griffin plays- 
Grinlly it guards the gl001l1Y gate 
Seal'd by the strong behest of Fate- 
Or, spreading its portentous wings, 
,y aft
 Virgil to the Court of Kings; 
Anù unto scenes as ,\yondrous shall 
T1-:y Griffin bear thee, brayo La Salle! 
Thy wingèù steed shall stall where grows 
On :JIichigan the sweet wild rose; 
Lost in the 111nzes of St. Clair, 
Shall give thee hope an1Ïd despair, 
Aua bear thee past those isles of Jread 
The I-Iuron peoples '\...ith the dead, 
'Yhere fout of B3.Vage never trod 
'Yithill the precinct of his god; l!H 
Alld it Inn}' be thy lot to trace 
The footprints of the unknown race 
'Grayed on Superior's iron shore, 
'Yhich knows their very nanle no 1noro. ]25 
Thrun o.h scenes f50 vast and wondrous shall 
o 
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Thy Griffin bear thee, brave La. Salle-- 
True VÇizanl of the ,Yild! whose art, 
Au eye of power, a knightly heart, 
A patient purpose silence-nursed, 
A high, enduring, saintly trust-- 
Are n1Ïghty spells-we honor these, 
COIUlllbus of the inland seas! 


A P L E 
1 FOR S r A I _V. 


I. 
'VIlES Asiatic plague and darkness, worse 
Than that which late appall'cl the young and old, 
A cholera sl:1Íting souls, with Isllll1ael's curse, 
Torrent-like, from the gates of ::.\Iecca, 1'011't1; 
A deluge from below! it surged and spread 
O'er SalenI, Syria, and the isles of Greece, 
Darkening the heavens, save where a sYlnbol dread 
Its crescent rose to rob the ,Vest of peace. 


II. 
FrOll1 J esns' death, the fifteen hnnclreclth yevT, 
Beheld the panic of the Christian 'world-- 
S:1W
 like Death's onlÏnous and fatal shear, 
l\Iaholllet's n100n on Stanlbonl's towers unfnrl'J, 
Shrines beaten down, a people flying far, 
The Christian banner trenlulous and torn,- 
Saw, year on year, the 
Ioslenls to the war, 
,Yith haughtier priùe anclll1ightier host return. 


III. 
No n10re the Red Cross in the 'Yest inflanled 
The valiant to the ancient ellterprise- 
In vain, J erllsaleul, all pale and Inairll'Ll, 
Bled, like :i ts Lord, a. living sacrifice; 
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Godfrey and Richard in their armor slept, 
The sword of Tancred rusted in the clay- 
Europe still wept, but for herself she ,vept, 
lIer grief but deep'ning as Hope Vlore away! 


IV. 


Rome, menaced like Jerusalem of old, 
Kept open ear .to every eastern breeze, 
N one in all Christendoln was there so bold 
To seek the Sultan in his new-won seas; 
The Adriatic capes by day were dark, 
Sardinian galleys crept in closo to shore; 
Venice, beneath the Lion of Saint l\Iark, 
Paid the Turk tribute, thankful 'twas no more! 


V. 


France gather'd in her limbs, like one benumb'd 
Beneath an icy and destructive sky, 
And once before the Crescent she succumb'd, 
And once she begg'd the peace she could not buy; 
Albion, as yet disjointed and unbound, 
Slumber'ù securely in the watery 'Vest, 
One only champion Christendom had found, 
One only arm to guard her naked breast. 


VI. 


Among the troubled Powers swart Spain arose, 
Arn1' d and inspired the battle's brunt to beilr- 
God's foes were Spain's-but even to heathen foes 
Her chivalry 'would open a career; 
Gentle and faithful-constant to her creed- 
J oyfnl amid the banners of the field, 
"Vïsest in council at the hour of need, 
Ready to act as plan-or sword or shield. 
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VII. 


Such then ,va,s Spain to Christendoln. Oh! shame 
That JOu and I should coldly here debate 
The tribute due to her, whose age of farne 
Bears, like a rock aloft, the Christian State! 
Fitter the gather'd nations group'J around 
Should lay their annual garlands at her feet, 
Than thus and here conspirators be found 
To rob her of her last Atlantic seat. 


VIII. 


'Ve are but young, and being young, Inust learn 
The past hath clainls even as the present hath--. 
One eye through all things can a cause discern, 
One hand imperial hokls the bolt of 'Vrath. 
A COll1IDOn reckoning through the ages runs, 
And thine, Alllel'Íca, to Spain lies due; 
Arouse thee, then-restrain thy eager SOIlS, 
Nor let the Old \V orId's story shame the New! 



POEl\;fS OF TI-IE AFFECTIONS. 




TIlE PAR Tll{G. 


I. 


SAD the parting scene was, ::\Iary I 
By the yellow-flowing Foyle, 
Dark my days have been, and dreary, 
All this long, long while: 
:N ow the hel'n1it of misfortune, 
In my rock I coldly dwell; 
In Il1Y ears are booming ever, 
"God be with you, love-farewell I" 


II. 


Such the words your lips lftst utter'd- 
l\Iistress of n1Y woful heart; 
'Twas the first tÌ1nc you were pleasured, 
Thus in haste with me to part; 
For, behind, hot fues were pressing 
After hinl JOu loved so well; 
Sad and eager was our parting- 
"God be with you, love-farewell!" 


III. 


Nightly, as through ocean's valleys, 
\Ve held on our silont way, 
l\Iemory brought the bitter chalice 
Despots fill'd for us that day;- 
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In my exile still I drank it, 
Darkest glooln upon me fell- 
Like a req niem, still rang round 1110 
" God be with you, love-farewell!" 


IY. 


Daily gazing towards the eastward, 
Underneath the blinding sun, 
I am seeking Îor the dear ship 
'Vhich should bring my chosen one; 
Daily do I count the white sails 
Looming o'er the long sea-swell- 
'Vhen among them will my 1\Iary 
Come to end our long farewell ? 


TIIOUGIITS OF IRELA.ND. 


WRI'I'fE.,.
 ON TIlE RIVER I1UDSO
 DURIXG TIlE smIMER OF 1848. 


I. 
'TIS SUmll1er in the green woods closely growing 
In valley and on hill-side's steep, 
Their sh
dy awnings fringe the Hudson softly flowing 
0' er its sands to the engulfing deep. 


II. 
'Tis summer, and the brilliant birds are singing 
Songs of joy under Freedom's feckless sky, 
And mirth and plenty round 111e luxuriantly are springing, 
But they neither glad my heart 1101' eye. 


III. 
'Yhat more, to me, is the golden summer glowing, 
'Vithout you, than the n1urkiness of l\Iarch ? 
'Vhat, to me, is the Hudson grandly flowing 
Processional through its mountainous arch? 
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IV. 
Were ,ve two in yon boat upon its current., 
Then, indeed, it had been a stream divine; 
Every ripple on its tide would bear an errand, 
Every rock along its shore be a shrine! 


v. 
Joy dwelleth not .for man in the external- 
Pleasure cometh not to us from afar; 
rrrue love it is that makes the very desert vernal, 
And lights the deepest darkness like a star. 


VI. 
In vain the summer spills its spikenard round me, 
Skies brighten and flow'rs bloom for me in vain; 
A parting and a memory hath so bound me, 
That I could bid the very birds refrain. 


VII. 
This surely is the noblest of new nations, 
And happy at their birth are its heirs; 
But for me, I still turn to the isle of desolations, 
'Vhere the joys I felt outcounted all the cares. 


YIII. 
'Tis summer in the woods where we together 
Have gather'd joy and garlands long ago- 
The berries on the brier, the blosson1s on the heather, 
The 'Yicklow streams are singing as they flow. 


IX. 


There Nature worketh wonders less gigantic- 
l\Ian rears himself not there so sublime- 
But still I would I were beyond the vast Atlantic, 
By your side in our own cloudy cliIlle! 
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x. 
But God, who decrees our joys and trials, 
Hath led us to this far new land- 
Hath ordail1'd for our gùod these seH-denials, 
Let us bow beneath his Fatherly hand! 


ST. KEV.IN'S BED. 


I. 
DOST thou relllell1ber the dark lake, dearest, 
'Yhere the sun never shines at noon ; 
Dost thou relnember the Saint's bed, dearest, 
Carved in the hard, cold stone? 


II. 
Dost thou rellleInber the history, dearest, 
Of the Saint of the churches, Kevin? 
Hard was his couch here, aud desolate, dearest, 
But his bed is now ll1ade in heaven. 


III. 
Dost thou l"elllember the waterfall, dearest, 
Furrowing the rocks so gray? 
So, through this stony scene the saintecl one, dearest, 
Chanllell'ù out his onward way. 


IV. 
Out of the dark lake, saw ye not, dearest, 
Issue the light, laughing river ? 
So, from his cold couch, his soul went up, dearest, 
Like a new star, to God's sky, forever. 


v. 
Oh! neyer forget we the clark lake, dearest, 
Anò the 1110ra1 of tales told there; 
So lTIay our souls n1eet the Saillt's soul, dearest, 
Ou the hills of the upper air! 



POE
MS OF THE AFFECTIONS. 


417 


TO .J.1IAR Y I lot IRELAND. 


WRITTE.N O:N MAY EVJl. 


I. 
1.IARY, 1tlary, are you straying 
In our olden haunts alone? 
In the meadows are you }1aying, 
'Yhere the other flowers have blown? 
In the green lanes are you roaming, 
'Yhere we chantèd young I.Jove's hymn? 
Do you think you see me coming, 
T
rough the evening shadows dim? 


II. 
Do you think I'm happy, dearest, 
In the ,vondrous sights I see? 
Ah! when my new friends are nearest, 
Happiness is far from me ! 
Two things have I loved sup1'emely,- 
Two things that I cannot see- 
J\Iothe1' Ireland, fallen but queenly, 
1\10the1' Ireland, Love, and thee. 


III. 
Ob, for one June day together, 
By the Ovoca's auburn tide! 
Oh, to walk the empurpled heather, 
1.Iantling royal Lngduff's side I 
On the lllountain, still to heaven, 
Like its hern1it, I could pray, 126 
All my days-if God had given 
To my heart but one such day. 
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IV. 
J.n the moonlight, groves that we know, 
Silent stand as sheetèd ghosts; 
'Vhere the fairies dance till cockcrow, 
l\larshall'J. in unbanished hosts. 
If you look forth froll1 your lattice, 
At the star that squires the Il1oon, 
I{now the same star looketh at us, 
And shall see our union soon. 


v. 
Seas and storms 111ay be between us- 
Anger and neglect are not- 
Time, too, rolls his tide between us, 
Vainly to the unforgot. 
For your dwelling I have builded 
Here, a home, Iny heart's delight; 
Hope the eaves and panes hath gilded, 
Freedom makes the landscape bright. 


VI. 
Groves as stately fill the far-sight, 
'Vall\:s as silen t tCln pt the fee t ; 
Steering by the polar star-light, 
Night winds bear the fairy fleet; 
Fraught with dews, and sweets, and voices, 
Bound for every open heart; 
J\Iine, my love, almost rejoices- 
TVould, if you were here for part. 


VII. 
Courage, never fear the ocean, 
Sunln1er winds and SUnl111er skies, 
'Yliliout clouds or wild cOffi1notion, 
Call you to 111e, westernwise; 
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Love shall be Jour pilot, dearest
 
Over the charmèd summer sea; 
Love, who a new home hath builded, 
In the 'Vest, for you and me. 


A DEATFI-SO.;..VG. 


I. 


TAKE me to your arI1lS, belovèd, 
Before that I am dead- 
Let Ine feel your warIn hand at my heart, 
Your breast beneath Iny head; 
For n1Y very soul is gasping, 
And it fain would be away 
In the far land, where the spirits dwell, 
For ever and for aye. 


II. 


The cold tear on my chilly cheek 
For this 'world is not shed- 
But" to think how lonely JOU 'will be 
'Yhen I, belovèJ., am dead. 
I'Ill thinking of you, sad and lone, 
Here staying joylessly, 
'Yhen I aIll cold as the white gravestone, 
Beneath the dripping tree. 


III. 
I little dream'd, belovèd, 
'Yhen you woo'd 111e long ago 
In our own green land, I'd leave you 
So soon, anù in such \yoe. 
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But, ah! my heart's delight, we'll meet 
Beneath the immortal hills, 
'Vhere falleth never snow or sleet, 
'Vhere entereth not earth's ills. 


IV. 
Oh! hasten, darling, hasten, 
To follow after me, 
For in heaven I will be desolate, 
Until rejoin'd by thee. 
N ow, take me to your arms, love, 
Before that I am dead- 
Let me feel your 'warm hand at my heart, 
And your breast beneath my head; 
For my very soul is gasping, 
And fain ,vould be away 
In the far land, ,vhere the spirits dwell, 
For ever and for aye. 


LIVE FOR LO VE. 
I. 
I LIVE not alone for living-- 
I woo not glory's prize, 
The world, I hold, worth giving 
For one beam from beauty's eyes; 
I never seek to clamber 
1\Iy brother men above- 
I pay court in a lady's chamber, 
And reign in a lady's love. 


II. 
Of gold I al11 not chary, 
In death's dawn it melts away, 
Like gifts of the night-trapp'd fair
,127 
In the gray, grim break of day; 
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For power-all power is hollow- 
And like to it are they, 
'Yho, the bloodless phantom follow, 
Turning from love fiway. 
III. 
Oh, call it not" idle pfission," 
Or, prostrate poet's dream- 
Since Adfiln 't bas been the fashion, 
Since Ossian 't has been trhe theme; 
In this dear girl before me 
The sum of my hope is set- 
The Past and the Present o'er me, 
Foes, future, and all, I forget. 


IV. 
Let others rule in the Senate, 
Let others lead in war; 
And if they find pleasure in it, 
l\Iay it stand to them like a star; 
But give me-a simple dwelling, 
Away from the crowd removed- 
A bower by the waters welling, 
And you by my side, beloved. 


..\\. 


THE EJ.rILE. 


I. 
No more to bless my soul, shall rise 
The joys of by-gone years; 
No more my unstrung harp replies 
To wordly hopes or fears. 
In mirkest night is lost the star, 
"\Vhose light IllY pathway led; 
I am lonely, very lonely, 
Oh. would that I were dead. 
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II. 
1\0 more along thy banks, sweet Foyle, 
J\Iy evening path shall lie; 
No 1n01'e IllY l\Iary's love-lit face 
Shall Il1eet my longing eye. 
All that could cheer my wayward soul, 
Like sunse.t tints hath fled; 
I am lonely, very lonely, 
Oh! would that I were dead.. 


III. 
Ah! wh
n the pleasant spring tÏ1ne came, 
Like bride bedeck'J with .flowers, 
How blest, adown the hawthorn lane, 
'Ve pass'd the twilight hours. 
l\Iy J\Iary, Heaven had call'd you then, 
Its light was round you shed; 
I am lonely, very lonely, 
011! \voulcl that I were dead. 


IV. 


Even then Jour words of love would blend 
'Vith hopes of freedom's day, 
Aud whisper thus-" No woman's love 
In slavish hearts should stay." 
The while, the wild rose in your hair, 
Scarce lnatch'd your cheek's pure red; 
I am lonely, very lonely, 
Oh! would that I were dead. 


v. 
OIl! that IllY stubborn heart should live 
Tbat dreadful mOlllent through, 
'Yhen those bleak robes I raised, to givo 
One parting kiss to you; 
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'Yhen there lay all n1Y earthly joy, 
Array'd for death's cold bed; 
I alll lonely, "ery lonely, 
Oh! would that I were dead. 


VI. 
Yes, l\lary dear, thy earnest wish 
Is all that wakes me now: 
To haste the day, when slavery's blush 
Shall ßee our country's brow; 
To toil, to strive, till free she'll rise, 
Then lay with thee nlY head; 
For I'm lonely, very lonely, 
And longin g to be dead. 


TO ill A. R Y'S A 11 GEL. 


A V ALEXTIXE. 


I. 
YE angels, to W110111 space is 11ot, 
'Vho span the earth like light, 
I{eep ,vatch and ward around the spot 
. 'Vhere dwells IllY heart's delight; 
Anù when Iny true love 'walks abroad, 
Spre=1ù roses in her path, 
And let the winds, round her abode, 
Subdue their wail and wrath. 


II. 
Ye angels, ye were lnade to be 
To one another kind; 
And she to wholn I charge ye, see, 
Your sister is in mind; 
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As gentle as soft strains, as wild 
As zephyrs in their youth, 
As artless as a coun try child, 
The very ,vord of truth. 


III. 
Ye guard the sailor far at sea, 
The hermit in his cell; 
Yet they are less alon e than she- 
Good angels, watch her well ! 
He who sholùd be her guard and guide, 
Alas! is far away; 
Ye spirits, leave not :1\lary's side, 
I charge ye, night or day I 


LINES 1VRITTEN I
V A LADY'S ALBUJf. 


TO MARY D. * 


My gentle friend, your father's guest 
l\light not refuse your high behest, 
Even though it were a sterner task 
Your loveliness was pleased to ask. 
If one who once was "reverend" 12i may 
For his own sl)ecial f:1vorites pray, 
Then heaven will hoard its blessings up 
To pour them in your p:1th and cup. 


Daily and hourly on your head 
The blessings of both worlds be shed I 
1\lay sorrow have no power to stay 
Beneath your roof a second day I 
.. The accomplished daughter of an Irish lawyer of Philadelphia, now the esti. 
mable wife of a promin
nt New York physician, 
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1tlay every weed, and woe, and thorn 
Out of your destined path be torn! 

Iay all for whose delight you live 
Pay back the bliss you're born to give! 


But if, like all earth's other flowers, 
You, too, shall have your chilly hours, 
l\Iay God sow stars thick through Jour night, 
And luake your morrow doubly bright! 
)Iay Love still wait, a faithful page, 
Upon your grace from youth to ag-e- 
And l11ay you crown the gifts of Loye 
"Tith peace that cOIlleth froIll above! 


Oh! how I wish that I were old, 
That seventy years of beads 1'd told- 
That all my sins were quite forgiven, 
So that I n1Ïght be heard in heaven- 
Ah! then these blessings, one by one, 
Should on your path of life be strawn, 
.A.lld neit.her earth nor fiends should rend 
God's fa,Yors froln you, gentle friend! 
PIIJL.\DELI'llIA, Nov. 2G, 1848. 


l LO VE TIIEE, J.llAR YJ 


INTRODUCED IN AN IRISH LEGEND-THE EViL GUEST. 


I. 
I MAY reveal it to the night, 
. 'Vherp lurks arollnd no tattling fairy, 
'Yith only stars and s(
'ealns in sight - 
I 10\Te, I love thee, :\Iary! 
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II. 
Your sluile to me is like the dawn 
New breaking on the trav'ller weary; 
l\Iy heart is, bird-like, to it drawn- 
I love, I love thee, l\Iary ! 


III. 
Your voice is like the August wind, 
That of rich perfulne is not chary, 
But leaves its sweetness long behind, 
As thou dost, lovely l\Iary! 


IY. 


Your step is like the sweet, sweet spring 
That treads the flowers with feet so airy, 
And makes its green enchanted ring, 
As thou dost, where thou comest, l\Ial'Y! 


JIEJIENTO jIORI. 


I. 
l\Iy darling, in the land of dreams, of wonder and delight, 
I see JOu and sit by JOU, and woo you all the night, 
Under trees that glo,v like diamonds upon my aching sight, 
You are ",'aIking by my side in your wedding garments 
white. 


II. 

Iy darling, my l\Iary, through the long Summer's day, 
Though many are the scenes I pass and devious be my waJ, 
You follow me forever, and I cannot turn away- 
Oh! "rho could turn from wife like mine in her wedding 
garments gay? 
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III. 
l\Iy darling girl, it is a year-a year and little more- 
Since I took JOu in my anns frolll your happy mother's door, 
r thought I loved JOu then-that I knew you long before, 
But I know you ten times better now, and love you ten tÍlnes 
more. 


IV. 
Yet 'tis 110t what the world calls" love," that for my love I 
fee] , 
'Tis pure as martyr's memory, and warm as con vert's zeal, 
'Tis a love that cannot be dispell'd by time, or chance, or 
steel, 
'Tis eternal as my soul, and precious as its weal. 


v. 
Dear l\Iary, do not grieve if I aln long away, 
There is an added twilight hour joined to my life's long day,- 
To rest with JOu in peace, n13Y God grant me, I pray, 
And to sleep beside JOU, darling, until the Judgment-day! 


JIE.J/ORIES. 
I LEFT two loves on a distant strand, 
One young, and fond, and fair, and bland; 
One fair, and old, anc1 sadly grand- 

Iy wedded wife and lllY native land. 
One tarrieth sad and seriously 
Beneath the roof that mine should be; 
One sitteth sibyl-like by the sea, 
Chanting a grave song mournfully. 
A little life I lULve not seen 
Lies by the heart that mine hath been; 
A cypress wreath darkles now, I ween, 
Upon the brow of my love in green. 
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. 
The mother and wife shall pass away, 
Her hands be dust, her lips be clay; 
But my other love on earth shall stay, 
And live in the life of a better day. 


Ere we were born my first love was, 
l\Iy sires were heirs to her holy cause; 
And she Jet shall sit in the world
s applause, 
A mother of men and blessèd laws. 


I hope and strive the while I sigh, 
For I know 111Y first love cannot die; 
From the chain of woes that loom so high 
Her reign shall reach to eternity. 


HOJJ E T 110 UGJITS. 
IF will had wings, how fast 1'd flee 
To the home of my heart o'er the seething sea! 
If wishes were power, if words were spells, 
1'd be this hour where nlY own love dwells. 


l\Iy own love dwells in the storied land, 
'Yhere the holy wells sleep in yellow sand; 
And the en1erald lustre of Paraùise bealus 
Over homes that cluster round singing strealns. 


I, sighing, alas! exist alone- 
J\Iy youth is as gra
s on an Ul1sunn'd stone, 
Bright to the eye, but unfelt below- 
As snnbean1s that lie over Arctic snow. 


:r.ly heart is n hUllp that love must relight, 
Or the world's fire-damp will quench it quite; 
In the Ll"Cast of lny dear, my life-tide springs- 
Oll! 1'ù tarry none here, if will had wings. 
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'XI 


AN INVIT.1TIO....V TO TIlE COU.iVTRY. 


I. 


OH! conle to the flower-fields, l\Iary, 
'Yhere the trees and grass are green, 
And the trace of Spring-the fairy l- 
Is in emerald circles seen. 
For the stony-street.ed city 
Is not fit for your tiny feet; 
Oh 1 come, in love, or in pity, 
And visit IllY calm retreat. 


II. 


'Vas never so green a glade 
For hun1an heart's desire- 
"\Vas neyer so sweet a shade, 
Since the fall, aud the sword of fire. 
The birds, of all plumage, here 
Are singing their lovingest song- 
Oh ! that she stood list'ning near 
For whom Iny lone heart longs! 


III. 


Fair Spring is the fond Earth's bride, 
That cOllleth all wreath'd in flowers; 
And he laughs by his lady's side, 
And leads her through endless bowers. 
l\Iy lady's the Spring to 111e, 
And her absence wintereth all-- 
For others the honrs rnay flee, 
On me likp n ulist the
' fall. 
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IV. 


Oh I come to the flower-fields, J\Iary, 
'Vhere the trees and grass are green, 
And the trace of Spring-the fairy l- 
Is in emerald circles seen. 
For the stony-streeted city 
Is not :fit for your tiny feet; 
Oh I conle, in love, or in pity, 
And visit my calm retreat! 


THE DEATH-BED. 


I. 


UP amid the Ulster lnountains, 
Oh, my brother! 
Where the hea.th-bells fringe the fountains, 
Oh, my brother! 
Like a light through darkness bealning, 
Like a well, in deserts streaming- 
Like relief in dismal dreaming, 
I beheld her, oh, lilY brother! 


II. 


Hair like nÜdnigllt, eyes like nlorning, 
011, Iny brother! 
Breaking on Ine without ,yarning, 
Ob, lilY brother! 
Shooting forth :fire so resistless, 
That my heart is low and listless, 
And my eyes of Earth are wistless, 
Oh, my brothel' ! 
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III. 


Daily, nightly, rye been pining, 
Oh, my brother! 
For those eyes like morning shining, 
Oh, lllY brother! 
And that voice! like music sighing 
O'er the beds of minstrels dying, 
'Twas a voice there is no flying, 
Ob, DIY brother! 


IV. 


Say not, hOlJe-uh! rather listen, 
Oh, lIlY brother! 
'''"hen the evening dew-drops glisten, 
Oh, my brother! 
Ou the grass above me growing, 
Strew DlY grave with blossonls blowing, 
'Vhere that haunted fount is flowing, 
Oh, my brother! 


v. 


'Yhere her feet aid print the heather, 
Oh, my brother! 
Grace and goodness grow toget.her, 
Oh, my brother! 
Even you wither'd wreath doth move me, 
Seems to say, she might have loved me- 
Strew 110 other flowers above me, 
Oh, my brother! 
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J1 E.J.lI E J.,
 TO ],10 R I. 


[To the memory of Nicholas S. Donnelly, of Yew York, who died of cholera 
when on a, vi:;it at St. Louis, 
Io., ,May 18, 18-19.] 


I. 


HE sought the South in his early prÏlne, 
Ere half the worth of his heart was known, 
\Yhile Yét we thought-oh, how 111any a tÜue 1- 
By the light of his life to guide our own. 


II. 


He went where" the Father of 'Yaters " rolls 
His united waves to the gulf of the sea- 
\Vhere the Pestilent Spirit was showering souls 
Into the lap of Eternity. 


III. 
Like a mower, it swept the tropical South 
Of mead, and flower, and fruit, and thorn; 
The vested priest., with the prayer in his lllouth, 
It took, and the infant newly born; 


IV. 


The bride at the altar it breatheJ. upon, 
And the white flowers fell from her clamnlY brow; 
And the hand the ring had been just placed on, 
Blacken'd, and fell like a bla::;ted bough. 


v. 
But of all the pestilence gather'd in, 
The noblest heart and truest hand, 
Ana the soul nlost free fronl stain of sin, 
\Yas t.hine, young guest of the southern land! 
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VI. 
In him the fullness of manly sense, 
'Vith the Christian's zeal, were finely blent; 
',,"hile a tender, child-like innocence 
The charm of love to his friendship lent. 


VII. 
And be is dead, and pass'd away, 
And we bave bow'd to the chast'ning rod; 
In holy earth we have placed his clay; 
His soul rests on the breast of God. 


YIII. 
Yet still sometimes we think we hear 
His quick, fil'I11 step, and laughter shrill; 
So fancy cheats the accusto111'd ear, 
'Vhile the heart is bent to the :I\laker's will. 


IX. 
Rest, brother, rest in your éarly grave; 
Rest, dutiful son, our dearest, best- 
In vain have we pray'd your life to save, 
But not in vain do we pray for your rest! 


IN .J.1JE.l't[ORIA
J. 


'1"0 THE :MEMORY OF THE LATE LAME
TED BISHOP O'REILLy.l2Ø 


WRITrE..'" FOR TIlE EXIIIDlTIO
 OF THE :KEW I!A VE..'" CATHOLIC SCIIOOLS. 


I. 
SHALL the soldier who marches to battle require, 
Fronl the chief, his own tinle to advance and retire? 
The choice of the foe, or the choice of the field, 
Or the spot where at last his life's blood he may yield? 
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Then, ho,v weak would his trust be, how faint his belief, 
",Vho could barter for favors with Christ for his chief? 
How unworthy to follow our Lord woulcl he be 
",Yho could fly from the tenlpest, or shrink from the sea! 


II. 
Oh! not snch ,vas his hope, as we saw hinl depart 
On the work of his l\Iaster-not such W
\s his heart- 
His spirit was calm as the blue sky above- 
For there d,velt the Lord of his life and his love; 
No terrors for him ,vhisper'd over the wave, 
For he knew that the l\Iaster was lllighty to save; 
The ocean to him was secure as the land, 
Since all things obey the Creator's command. 


III. 
How oft in the eve, o'er the sky-pointing spar, 
His eye must have tlu'n'd to the luminous star; 
"'Tis the star of the sea I" he would say, as he pray'd 
To 
Iary our l\Iother for C0111fort and aid. 
In the last fatal hour, when no succor was nigh, 
How blest was his lot, with such helper on high! 
",Yhen the sordid grew lavish, the brave pale with fear, 
How happy for hilli, our dear )Iother was near! 


IV. 


",Yhere the good ship hath perish'd, or how it befell, 
No man that beheld it, is living to tell- 
All is darkness, all doubt, on the sea, on the shore, 
But we know we shall see onr dear father no 1110re. 
Ye cold capes of Greenland, oh ! heard JOu the sonnd ? 
The shout of the swÌlnmer, the shriek of the drown'd? 
Ye vapors that curtain Newfoundland's dark coast, 
Have yon tidings for us, of 0111' father that's lost? 



POEMS OF THE AFFECTIONS. 


435 


v. 
"\Ye may question in vain; still responc1eth the Power 
AImight:y,-" l\Ian knows not the day nor the hour, 
He was l\Iine, and I took him-why question ye ì\Ie, 
On the secrets I hide in l\Iy breast, like the sea-- 
Oh, 
'e children of faith! why bewail ye the just? 
That I haye the spirit, and JOu, not the dust! 
The dust-what avails where the righteous may sleep, 
In the glades of the earth, or the glens of the deep? 


1"1. 
"",Yhen the trumpet shall sound, and the angel shall call, 
To the place of-l\Iy presence, the centuries a11- 
The dust of the war-field shall rise in its n1ight, 
Embattled to stand or to fall in l\Iy sight, 
And the waves shall be hid by the hosts they give forth, 
From the sands of the South to the snows of the North, 
And ye too shall be there I-there with him 
"ou deplore, 
To be l\Iine, if ye will it, when TiIne is 
o l\IOnE !" 


C E A]) .JIlL L E F A I L T If E, O'.JI E A G R ER I 


I. 
As from dawn in the morning, 
As relief comes through tears, 
Beyond hope, beyond warning 
Our lost star appears. 
Lo! where it shines out, 
Our long-loyed and wept star, 
Hark! hark to the shout- 
Cead 'mille failthc, O'..L1Iea9he1
!* 


* Pronounced--O'!tIar. 
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II. 


In the meléc of duty 
Your young light was lost, 
To the sad eyes of beauty 
"\Vhat vigils you cost! 
On the bronze cheeks of men, 
"\Yhere each tear leaves a scar, 
There was trace of you then- 
Cead 'Inille fa illhe, 0' lJ-Ieagher ! 


III. 
The fond spell is broken, 
The bonds are all broke, 
As of old, God hath spoken, 
You walk'd froln the yoke! 
l\Iay the guidance that passeth 
All eloquence far, 
Be thine through the future, 
Cead rnille failthe, 0' J.1Ieagher ! 


A JIO.LYODY OS TIlE DEATII OF GER
lLD GRIFFIN, 


Author of" The Collegians,!' " Gysippus," etc. Died at Cork, June 12, 1
..10. 


"\Y liEN night surrounds the sun, and the day dies, 
Leaving to darkness for its hour the skies, 
N ough t has the heart of man thence to deplore- 
The day livec11ong, was fruitful, is 110 1110re; 
But when the hurricane at noon o'erspreads 
The orb divine, which life and gladness sheds, 
Or S01l1e disorder'd planet rolls between 
The sun anù earth, ùarkling the verdant green, 
Eclipsing ocean, shadowing like a pall 
The bURV town -lnen. discontented all, 
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By sea and land, anxiously pause and pray 
For the returning giver of the day- 
So haye bright spirits been eclipsed and lost, 
Forever dark, if by Death's shadow cross'd. 


In 
runster's beauteous city died a man 
As 'twere but yesterday, ,vhose course began 
In clouded and in cheerless morning guise- 
Had climb'J. the summit of his native skies, 
And, as he rose, brighter and fairer grew, 
Beneath his influence, every scene he knew. 
His country hail'd him as a Saviour, given 
To chronicle past times; when 'n1Íd the heaven 
Of expectation and achievement, 10! 
A monastery's gate,-therein the Bard doth go, 
And sees the children of the poor around 
Feed on the knowledge elsewhere yet unfound. 
The Poet then, his former tasks foreswore, 
Vowing hÍ1nself to charity evernlore,- 
Folded his wings of light-cast his fresh bays aside-- 
His friends belayed abjureù, abjured his pride, 
There lived and labor'iI, and there early died. 


Short was his day of labor, but its morn 
Prolific was of beauty; thoughts were born 
In his heart's secret spots, which grew, attended 
By a fine sense-instinct and reason blended- 
Till, like a spring, they spread his haunts with glory, 
Ü'er-arch'J. their strea1l1s, upraised their hills in story. 
Fixed the broad Shannon in its course forever, 
And baJe it flow for aye, a gellius-haunted river. 


Ye n1en of J\Iunster, guard his sleep serene 1 
Spirits of such bright order are not seen 
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But once in generations. He .was an echo, dwelling 
An1Ïd your mountains, all tbeir secrets telling, 
Their mem'rif's, their traditions, and their wrongs, 
The story of their sins-the music of their songs, 
Their tenlpests, and their terrors, and the forms 
They bring forth, inl pregnated by the stornlS. 
He knew the voices of your rivers, knew 
Every deep chasIn they leap or lnnrmur throngh,- 
Blindfold, at 11lidnight., by their sounds could tell 
Their names and their descent o'er cliff and dell. 
Oh! nlen of l\Iunster, since the ancient time, 
Ye h3-"e not ll1et such loss as in this 1110nk sublinle ! 


The second sunlnler's grass was on his grave, 
'Yhen to his menlory l\Ielpomene gave 
A laurel wreath wove f1'0111 the self-same tree 
That sbades Boccaccio's dust perennially; 
Fair were the smiles her mournful glances nlet 
In wonlan's lovely eyes, with heart's-dew wet, 
And many voices loudly cried, " 'Yell done!" 
As the sad goddess crown'd her lifeless son. 
Oh, ever thus: Death strikes the gifted, then 
Come the worms-inquests-and the award of men! 


Low in your grave, young Gerald Griffin, sleep; 
You never look'd on hin1 who now doth weep 
Above your l'esting-place--you never heard 
The voice that oft has echo' a every word 
Dropp'd frorn your pen of light-sleep on, sleep on- 
I wonld I knew you, yet not now you are gone! 


Written during the Author's vi
it to Ireland, in March, 1855. 
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GOllSOLA TION. 


I. 


1\IE
 seek for treasure in the earth; 
'Yhere I have buried mine, 
There never mortal eye shall pierce, 
Nor star nor Ian1 p shall shine ! 
'Ye know, my love, oh! well we know, 
The secret treasure-spot, 
Yet must our tears forever fall t 
Because that they are not. 


II. 


How gladly would we give to light 
The i yory forehead fair- 
The eye of heavenly-beaming blue, 
The clust'ring chestnut hair- 
Yet look around this mournful scene 
Of daily earthly life, 
And could you wish them back to share 
Its sorrow and its strife? 


III. 


If blessèd angels stray to earth, 
And seek in vain a shrine, 
They neeùs must Lack return again 
Unto their source divine: 
All life obeys the unchanging law 
Of HÌ1n who took and gave, 
'Ye count a glorious saint in hen.ven 
For each child in the grave. 
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IV. 
Look up, nlY love, look up, afar, 
And dry each bitter tear, 
Behold, three white-robed innocents 
At heaven's high gate appear! 
For you and me and those ,ve love, 
They slnilingly await- 
God grant ,ve may be fit to join 
Those AIJgels of the Gate. 


1/1 AR Y'S JIEAR T. 


I. 
I KNOW one spot where springs a tide 
Of feeling' pure as ever ran, 
The path of destiny beside, 
To bless and soothe the heart of man. 
By night and noon, be't dark or bright, 
That fountain plays itB blessèd part; 
And heaven looks happy at the sight 
Of l\Iary's heart! of l\Iary's heart! 


II. 


There's wealth, they say, in foreign climes, 
And fame for those who dare aspire, 
And who that does not sigh betin1es 
For something better, nobler, higher '/ 
But here is all-a golden mine, 
A sea unsaird, a tempting chart; 
These, all these lnay be, nay, are mine- 
The wide, wann worlJ of l\Iary's heart! 
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nr. 
Blo,v as ye 'will, ye winds of fate, 
And let life's trials blackly lower; 
I know the garden and the gate, 
Ye cannot strip 111Y roseate bower. 
That safe retreat I still can keep, 
Despite of envy's venom'd dart; 
Desl)ite of all life's storn1s, can sleep 
Securely lodged in l\Iary's heart! 


IN .;.lIEJIORIAJl. 


RICHARD DALTON WILLIAMS. 
DIED AT TnIllODEAl7X, LA., JULY 5, 186
, AGED 40. 


I. 
THE early lllower, heart-deep in the corn, 
Falls suddenly, to rise on earth no more- 
The lark he startled carols to the morn, 
The field flowers blossom bl'ightly as before- 
Gay laughs the n1ÍlknHtid to the shouting swain, 
'Vho calls the dead afar, but calls in vain. 


II. 
Thus in the world's wide harvest-field doth life, 
Unconscious of the stricken heart" rejoice- 
Thus through the city's thousand tones of strife 
The true friend nlÏsses but the single voice- 
Thus, while the tale of death fills every mouth, 
For us there is but one, fallen in the South! 


III. 
One that amid far other scenes and years 
Leal mem'ry still recalls full to our view, 
Ere life as yet had reached the time of tears 
"\Yhen n1allY hopes were garner'd in a few- 
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Blithe was his jest in those fraternal days, 
Before ,ve reach'd the parting of the ways. 


IV. 


They were a band of brethren, richly graced 
"\Vith all that 11l0St exalts the sons of lllen- 
Youth, courage, hOllOI', genius, wit, well-placed- 
"\Vhen shall we see their parallels again? 
The very flower and fruitage of their age, 
Destined for duty's cross or glory's page. 


v. 


And he, our latest lost alllong them all, 
No rival had for strangely-blended powers- 
All shapes of beauty waited at his call ; 
Soft Pity wept o'er l\Iisery ill showers, 
Or honest Laughter, leaping froIll the heart, 
PeaI'd her wild note beyond the reach of .A.rt. 


VI. 


Out of that nature, mingled to the sun, 
Sprang fount and flower, the saving and the '3weet ; 
The gleesome children to his knee ,youlù rUll, 
The helpless brute ,vould twine about his fect 
For he ,vas nature's heir, and all her host 
}{new their liege lord in him-our latest lost! 


VII. 



Ieekly o'er all, the rare and priceless crown 
Of gentle) silent Pity he still .wore- 
Like SOl11e fair chapel in the midn10st town, 
His busy heart was wholly at the core; 
Deep there his yirtues lay-no eye could trace 
The Pharisee's prospectus in his face. 
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YIII. 
Sleep well, 0 Bard 1 too early from the field 
Of labor and of honor call'd away; 
Sleep, like a hero, on your own good shield, 
Beneath the Shanlrock, * wreath'<:l about the bay. 
Not doubtful is thy place among the host 
'Yhom fame and Erin love and lnourn the most. 


IX. 
'Yhile leap on high, Ben Heder, the wild waves; 
'Yhile sweep the winds through storied Aherlow ; 
"\Vhile Sidney's victims fronl their troubled graves 
O'er :\Iullaglunast, at Illic1night, COlne and go ; 
'Vhile l\lercy's sisters kneel by l\Iercy's bed- 
Thou art not dead, 0 Bard! thou art not dead! 


x. 
'Var's ruffian blast for very shaIlle must cease, 
And Nature, pitiful, will clothe its graves- 
And then, true lover of God's blessed peace, 
'Yhen earth has swallow'd up her vaunting braves, 
Thy gentle star shall shine along 
The path of ages, solaced by thy song. 


n
OR DB OF 1VELCOJI E. 


TO MRS. s-, ON REVISITING MONTREAL. 


TIlE leaves of October are wither'd and dead, 
All our autuIlln's brief honors have faded or fled, 
But this season the sadLlest, our brightest shall be, 
For there's sunshine and gladness in welcoming thee! 
'Ye heed not how darkly the evening l11ay lower, 
Round yon mountain, surcharged with the tempest or 
shower, 


'" " SlLUlROCK " was the nom de lJlume of \Yilliams, in the Dublin Þralion. 
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O'er the light in our breasts there's no shadow of grief, 
From the tree of our friendship there falls not a leaf. 


Your voice brings the perfume and prolnise of spring, 
And we strive to forget 'tis a voice on the ,
Úllg, 
For never was l\lay-time to poets rnore dear, 
Than these days of October since you have been here; 
If evening falls swiftly it lengthens the night, 
'Vhile ,vith music anù legend we burnish it bright, 
The sole pang of sorrow our boson1s can know, 
Is how lately you crtn1e, and how soon you must go. 


Alas! for this stern life, how far and how few 
Are the friends we can honor and cherish like you! 
Yet that rivers and real111s so cold and so wide, 
Such friends from each other long years should divide! 
But a truce to reflection, a congé to care, 
This \veather within doors is joyously fair, 
Here's a toast! fill it up! let us drink it like men: 
" l\Iay 'we soon see our dear guest among us again! 
1\[OXTREAL, October 25, 186
. 


TO A FRIE..:VD IN A U8TRALIA.o 


OLD friend! though distant far, 
Your image nightly shines upon my soul; 
I yearn toward it as toward a star 
That points through darkness to the ancient pole. 


Out of my heart the longing wishes fly, 
As to some rapt Elias, Enoch, Seth; 
Yours is another earth, another sky, 
And I-I feel that ùistance is like death. 


'" (,harll's Ga,'in Duff:.r. 
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Oh! for one week an1Ïd the eIneralcl fields, 
''''here the ,A voca sings the song of 1\loore; 
Oh! for the odor the brown heather yields, 
To glad the pilgrÌIl1's heart on Glenmalnr ! 


Yet is there still what nleeting could not give, 
A jOJ Ill0st suited of all joys to last; 
For, ever ill fair Illenlory there must live 
The bright, unclouded picture of the past. 


Old friend! the years wear on, and nl::u1Y cares 
And many sorrows both of us hn.Ye known; 
Time for us both a quiet couch prepares- 
A couch like Jacob's, pillow'd with a stone. 


And oh! when thus we sleep IDay ,ye behold 
The angelic ladder of the Patriarch's dreanl; 
And may my feet upon its rungs of gold 
Yours follo,v, as of old, by hill and stream! 


.A DREAJl OF YOUTII. 


I. 
WHEN the Slunmer eyening fadeth froln golden into gray, 
And night, dark night, sets his watch upon the hin, 
A gentle shadow standeth in my secret path alway, 
And whispereth to IllY heart its fond words still. 


II. 
'Yhen the fleeing of the shadows Íoretells the conling light, 
And n10r11, 111erry morn, winds her horn on the hil1, 
Thère glideth by IllY Lcd the shadow of the nigbt, 
\Yhispering to 111Y heart its fond wonls still. 
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III, 
And dearer far to Ine is that shadow and that drealu, 
Than all the grosser joys our daily life can give; 
'Tis a lesson-and a blessing, far n10re than it doth SOeIll,- 
It will teach 1ne how to die, as it teaches me to live. 


IV. 
'Tis the 111emoryof 111Y youth, when my soul was free froll1 
stain, 
The melnory of days spent at IllY Illother's knee; 
'Tis the language of my youth that thus speaks to 111e again- 
Dear dream, do not desert me; dear shadow, do not flee 


1f1 L L I 
1 J[ S],[ IT II 0' B R IE .LV. 


I. 
THUS 'we repeat the wretehed past, 
Thus press to giye 
Our offerings at the ton1b at last, 
Forget-forgive- 
All that was warring, erring, lost, 
In those who now 
C
n lift no 1110re among our host, 
Or yoice, or brow! 


II. 
Two nations in our land are found: 
One lowly laid- 
A host, an audience under ground, 
Sons of the shade; 
And one a noisy, driftless throng, 
Heroes of the day- 
'Yho chorus still the spend thrift's SOlJg, 
"LiYe while Je lI1aY!" 


.. 
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III. 
Now with the dead, the just, the true, 
Let our thoughts be- 
To theIn the tribute long tÌ111e due 
Give 'willingly; 
And when Je nan1e the names who most 
Deserve our praise, 
'Vas there his peer in Erin's host 
In latter dass? 
. 01 


IY. 


Behold the man! Je knew him well, 
Erect, austere- 
'Yhose n1Índ was as an hern1it's cell, 
'Yhence purpose clear 
Sprang headlong, thoughtless for its source, 
A se1f-will'ù strealll, 
En1bowcr'd on aU its onward course 
By dream on drealll ! 


v. 
Pride, cold as in the stiff-ribb'Ll rock, 
'Yas in his lllould, 
And courage, which withstood the shock 
Of trials manifold; 
And tenderness unto the few he loved, 
His all in a11- 
And fortitude in fiery furnace proved 
At honor's call. 


VI. 
But oyer these-friend, lover, patriot, seer, 
Let us proclailn, 
His nan1e to Erin ever shall be dear, 
For this is fame- 
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Justice-o'er all-the saving salt of earth, 
He still pursued- 
Justice, the world's regenerate second birth, 
Its holy rood! 


VII. 
Sleep, pilgrÏIn, sleep, beneath that blessèd sign 
'Yhose saving shade 
Shadows for man the lnystic sun l1ivine, 
For whom 'twas Inade; 
Sleep, stainless of a Christian land, 
'Yhose arts-all just- 
Thy ,vitl1esses before the judgluent stand, 
So let us trust! 


T II E DEAD A.LV T I QUA R Y, 0 r D 0 }{ 0 V .A .LV. 


FAR are the Gaelic tribes, and wide 
Scatter'd round earth on every side 
For good or ill; 
They aÏIu at all things, rise or fall, 
Succeed or perish-but through all 
Love Erin still. 


Although a righteous Heaven decrees 
'Twixt us and Erin storlllY seas 
And barriers strong, 
Of care, and circulustance, and cost, 
Yet count not all your absent lost, 
OlJ, land of song! 


Above your roofs no star can rise 
That does not lighten in our eyes, 
Nor any set 
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That ever shed a cheering beam 
On Irish hillside, street, or stream, 
That we forget. 


No artist wins a shining fanle, 
Lifting aloft his nation's name 
High over all; . 
No soldier falls, no poet dies, 
But underneath all foreign skies 
'Ye n10urn his :fall! 


And thus it comes that even I, 

'hough weakly and unworthily, 
...-\n1 moved by grief 
To join the Inelancholy throng, 
And chant the sad entonlbing song 
Above the chief- 


The fOreIllost of the in1nlortal band 
'Vho vow'd their lives to fatherland; 
'Yhose works remain 
To attest how constant, how sublime 
The warfare was they waged with tilne; 
How great the gain! 


I would not do the dead such wrong; 
If gra yes could :yielL1 a growth of song 
Like flowers of 
Iay, 
rrhen 
Iangan fronl the tomb n1Ïght raise 
One of his old resurgent I:1Js- 
But, well-a-day, 


He, close beside his early friend, 
By the stark shepherd safely penn'd, 
Sleeps out the night; 
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So his wierd numbers never more 
The sorrow of the isle shall pour 
In tones of Inight ! 


Tho' haply still by Liffey's sille 
That mighty master must abide 
'Yho ):oicec1 our grief 
O'er Davis lost;* and him who gave 
His free frank triLute at the grave 
Of Erin's chief;t 
Yet lllust it not be said that we 
Failed in the rites of n1instrelsie, 
So dear to souls 
Like his whon1 lately death hath ta'en, 
.A.lthough the vast Atlantic main 
Behveen us rolls! 


Too few, too few amol1g our great, 
In camp or cloister, Church or State, 
'Vrought as he wrought; 
Too few of all the brave we trace 
Among the chan1pions of our race. 


His fortress was a nation wreck'd, 
His foes were falsehood, hate, neglect, 
His comrades few; 
His arsenal was weapon-bare, 
His flag-staff splinter'd in the air, 
'Vhere nothing flew I 
Had Sarsfield on Saint l\Iary's Tower 
1\101'0 sense of 
veakness or of power, 

Iore cause to fear 


'" Samuel Ferguson. 
t Dcnis Florence 
lcCa.rthy, who
e poem on the ùcath of O'Conndl was one 
of the llohl('st tributes paid to the memory of the great Tribune. 
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Weak walls, strong foes, the odds of fate, 
Than had our friend, lnore fortunate J 
The victor here? 


Far through the nlorning n1Ïsts he saw 
Up to what heights of dizzy awe 
His pathway led; 
A-bye what false Calypso caves, 
Amid what roar of angry waves, 
His sail to spread! 


On, on he press'd, from rise of sun 
Until his early day was done J 
Strong in the truth; 
As dear to friends, as meek with foes 
At evening's "
earied sudden close 
As in his youth. 


He toiled to make our story stand 
As from Titne's reverent, runic hand 
It caIne, undeck'd 
By fan cies false, erect, alone, 
The monulnental arctic stone 
Of ages ,vreck' J. 


Truth was his solitary test, 
His star, his chart, his east, his west; 
N or is there aught 
In text, in ocean, or in mine, 
By chemist, seaman, or divine, 
1\Iore fondly sought. 


Not even our loved .Apostle's nanle 
Coul<.1. stand on gronnd of fabled fanle 
Beyond appeal; 
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But never sceptic more sincere 
Labored to dissipate the fear 
That good Illen feel; 


The pious but unfounded fear 
That reason, in her high career 
Too much Inig 11 t dare; 
Some sacred legend, some renown 
Should overturn or tralnple down 
Beyond repair. 


'Vith gentle hand he rectified 
The errors of old bardic pride, 
And set aright 
The story of our devious past, 
And left it, as it now nlust last, 
Full in the light! 


Beneath his hand we saw restored 
The tributes of the royal hoard, 
The dues appraised 
On every prince, and how repaid; 
The order kept, the boundaries 11lade, 
The rites obey'd. * 


All tribes and customs, in our view, 
He had the art to raise ane\v 
On their o\vn ground; 
But chief, the long Hy Nialline, 
'Ye saw ascend, prevail, decline 
O'er Tara's Illound. 


The throne of Cashe], too, he raised- 
High on the rock its glory blazed, 
And, by its light, 


'" The" Book of Rights." 
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The double dynasty we sa,v 
Decreed by Olliol Ollunl's law, 
Emerge frOIll night. 


Happy the life our scholar led 
Alllong the living and the dead- 
Loving-beloyec1- 
l\Iic1 precious tonles, and gentle looks, 
The best of men and best of books, 
He daily llloved. 


}{ings that were dead two tJlousand years, 
Cross-bearing chiefs and pagan seers, 
He kne,v them all; 
And bards, ,vhose very harps were dust, 
And saints, whose souls are with the just, 
CaIne at his call. 


For hÏ1n the school refill'd the glen, 
The green rath bore its fort again, 
The Druid fled; 
Saint Kieran's coarb wrought and wrote, 
Saint Brendan launch'd his daring boat, 
And ,vestward sped! 


For hiIn around lona's shore 
Cowl'd monks, like sea-birds, by the score, 
'Vere on the wing, 
For North or South, to take their ,yay 
"\Yhere God's appointed errand lay, 
To clown or king. 


He marshall'd Brian on the plain, 
Sail'ù in the galleys of the Dane- 
Earl Richard, too, 
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Fell Norman as he was, and fierce- 
Of hin1 and his he dared rehearse 
The story true. 


O'er all low limits still his mind 
Soar'd Catholic and unconfined, 
From malice free; 
On Irish soil he only saw 
011e state, one people, and one law, 
One destiny! 


Spirit of Justice! Thou n10st dread 
Author divine, whose Book hath said- 
The just man's seed 
Shall never fail for lack of bread, 
Oh, let the flock his labor fed, 
Thy mercy feed! 


Inspire, oh Lord! with bounteous hand:, 
The magnates of the Irish land, 
That, being so n10ved, 
As fathers of the fatherless, 
They shield from danger and distress 
His well-beloved. 


And teach us, Father, who remain 
Filial dependents on that brain 
So deeply wrought; 
Teach us to travel day by day 
By honest paths, seeking alway 
The ends he sought! 
MOXTREAL, January, 1862. 
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S URS.Ul11 CORDA.. 


[" Those, howeyer, who are aware of the crushing succession of domestic 
afftictions and of bodily infirmities witIt which it has pleased Providence to 
"bit me during the la
t three years, will, I a.m sure, look with indulgent eyes 
on these defects, as well as on those concerning which I ha.ve already confessed 
and asked pardoll."-JD". O'CWTY'S Preface to his" Lectures on the ..i..1IS. 
Materials of Ancient lrish Risto/"y."] 
HEALTH and comfort! may thy sorrow 
Pass as lifts the mournful night, 
Bringing in the cahn to-morrow, 

rhonghtful, dutiful, yet bright- 
Though the new-ma<.le graves should thicken, 
Though the enlpty chairs increase- 
Still the wakeful SOUllllust quicken, 
Still through labor seek for peace. 


If, oh friend! in all our forest, 
Healing grew on herb or tree 
For the wound that grieves thee sorest, 
Surely I would seud it thee! 
But the healing branch hangs nearer, 
By thy seldolll-i<.lle hand, 
Draws the rnagic-all the dearer- 
From the core of fatherland. 


That which Inade thy youthful vision, 
That which nutde thy manhood's goal- 
Over coldness, toil, derision, 
Bore thee, heart and fancy whole; 
That which was thy first alubition 
In the early, anxious past, 
By the Almighty's just provision, 
Is thy stay and strength at last. 
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Turn for solace to those pages 
'Yhere your hived-up lore we read t 
To that company of sages 
'Yho for you have Ii ved indeed; 
Think of him who strove to smother 
In his books a noble's grief; 
Think of the poor footsore brother 
Of the 
Iasters Four the chief! 


Think ,,,hat life the scald of Lecan 
Led, through evil penal days, 
Let his gentle spirit beckon 
Yours to render greater praise. 
Sad nlust be your fireside, only 
Sadder was the wayside inn 
'Yhere he perish' J, old and lonely, 
By the Letcher of Dunfiin I 


All who honor Erin, honor 
Yon with her, beloved friend! 
Blessings we invoke upon her, 
'Vithout linlit, without end; 
Blessings of all saints in glory, 
'Ye invoke for him who drew 
Old Egyptian seeds of story 
From the grave, to bloom anew! 


Sur'sunt Corda! with the l\Iasters 
'YhOlll you love, your place must be, 
There no changes, 110 disasters, 
Ever can imperil you! 
Happy age I unstain'd, untarnish'd 
By one blot of blame or shame, 
Happy age! protected, garnish'd, 
'Vith a patriot-scholar's faIlle! 
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EUGE.J.YE O'CURR Y. 
'V E listen to each wind that blows 
The white ship to our yearning shore; 
'Ve tremble-as if secret foes, 
Or alien plagues, it wafted o'er. 
Instinct with fear, we seize upon 
The record of the latest lost, 
To find SOHle friend forever gone, 
Some hope ,ve held forever cross'd. 


Oh wretched world! who 'would grow olcl- 
Outlive the loying, generous, just- 
See friendship's fervid heart all colù, 
IJaid low and pulseL
ss in the dust! 
'Y11o would ordain himself, in age, 
To be of all he loved, the heir,- 
To lipger on the starless stage, 
'Yith all life's company elsewhere? 


Give me again my harp of yew, 
In consecrated soil 'twas grown- 
Sb ut out the day-star froln my vie,v, 
And leave me with the night alone! 
The children of this nlodern land 
l\Iay deem our ancient cliston1 vain; 
But aye responsive to Iny hand, 
The harp must pour the funeral strain. 


It was, of old, a sacred rite, 
A debt of honor freely paid 
To chan1pions fallen in the fight, 
Aud scholars known in peaceful shaùe;- 
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Alas! that rite should now be claim'd, 
o world! for one we least can spare; 
'Yhose name by us was never named 
'Yithout its meed of praise or prayer! 
An Ollamh of the elect of old, 
'Vhose chairs were placed beside the king, 
"nose hounds, whose herds, whose gifts of gold, 
The later bards regretful sing; 
Ay! there 'vas magic in his speech, 
And in his wand the power to save,130 
This sole recorder on the beach 
Of all we've lost beneath the wave. 


'Vho are his nlonrners? by the hearth 
His presence kindled, sad they sit,- 
They dwell throughout the living earth, 
In homes his presence never lit; 
,Yhere'er a Gaelic brother dwells, 
There heaven has heard for hÍIn a prayer- 
'Yhere' er an Irish maiden tells 
Her votive bead.s, his soul has share. 
'Yhere, far or near, or west or east, 
Glistens the soggarth's* sacred stole, 
There, fronl the true, unpronlpted priest, 
Shall rise a requienl for his soul. 
Such orisons like clouds shall rise 
From every realm beneath the sun, 
For where are no'v the shores or skies 
The Irish soggarlh has not won? 
Oh! mortal tears will dry like rain, 
And 11101'tal sighs pass like the breeze, 
And earthly prayers are often vain, 
E'en breathed mnid the :
\Iysteries; 
:\< f'oggarth-pricst. 
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Happy, alone, we hold the man 
'Yhose steps so righteously were trod, 
That, ere the judgment-act began, 
Had suppliants in the Saints of God. 


Arise, ye cloud-borne sain ts of old, 
In number like the polar fiock- 
Arise, ye just, whose tale is told 
On Shannon's side and Arran's rock, 
In number like the wayes of seas, 
In glory like the stars of night- 
Arise, ambrosial-laden bees 
That banquet through heaven's fields of light! 


This n10rtal, (a11'<1 to join your choir, 
Through every care, and every grief, 
Sought, ,yith an antique soul of fire, 
O'er all, G'od's glory, first and chief. 
And next he sought, oh, sacred band! 
Ye disinherited of heaven, 
To crive YOU back your native land 
b"" , 
To give it as it first was given! 


No lllore the widow'd glen repines, 
No nlore the ruin'd cloister groans, 
Back 011 the tides have con1e the shrines, 
Lo! we have he
tl'd the speech of stones; 
In the n1Ïd-watch when ùarkness reign'd, 
And sleepers slept" unseen his toil- 
But heaven kept count of all he gain'd 
For ye, lords of the Holy Isle! 


Plead for hiln, oh ye exiled saints! 
Ye outcasts of the iron time! 
He heard on earth your lllute con1plaints, 
He heard you with a zeal sublin1ej 
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If venial error still attaints 
His spirit wrapt in penal fire, 
Plead for hiln, all ye pitying saints, 
.A.nd bear him to :your blessèJ choir! 


Let those who love, and lose him nlost, 
In their great sorrow comfort find; 
Remenlbering how heaven's nlighty host 
'Vere ever present to his n1Índ; 
Descending on his grave at even 
1\1ay they the radiant phalanx see- 
Such wondrous sight as once was given, 
In vision, to the rapt Cnldee 1 131 


1\1ay Angus of the festal lays, 
And )larian of the Apostle's hill,132 
And Tiernan of the Danish days, 133 
And Adamnan and Colull1b-kill, 
Befriend his soul in e"ery strait, 
Recite SOIIle good 'gainst eyery sin, 
Unfold at last the happy gate, 
And lead their scribe and Ollwnh in ! 


lV I S II E S.. 


ADDTIESRED TO MRS. J. S-. 
I. 
'Y HAT shall we wish the friends we love, 
To wish thE'ln well ? 
That fortune ever Inay propitious prove, 
And honor bear the bell? 
Or that the chast'ning hanù of grief, 
If conle it nlust, 
1\lay spare the steIn, while scattering the leaf 
Low in the dust! 



POEMS OF THE AFFECTIONS. 


461 


II. 
Then let us wish our lov'd-the youthful zest- 
To ",.'ish them we11- 
That laughs ,vith childhood, gladdens for the guest- 
That loves to tell, 
"\Yith brow nnshaJl1ed, the story of its youth, 
Its sÎlnple tale- 
Proving a life well spent, leads on, in sooth, 
To old age, green and hale! 


III. 
This life we lead in outward acts, 'tis known 
Is ill cOlltained- 
By heart and hand, not equipage alone- 
Our goals are gained; 
Trappings and harness made for passing' show, 
Are little worth, 
"\Vhen halts the hearse, ,,-here all things human go, 
"\Vith earth-to earth! 


TO lIIR. ][E4.V.J.YED r; TIlE SOD TTISII lIIL.YSTREL, 


ON HIS REVISITI
G MONTREAL. 


I. 
FULL often we ponder'd, as distant you wander'd, 
If friends rose around you like light on the lea- 
Earth's fragrance unsealing, fair prospects revealing, 
"\Vith welcon1e as loyal as wishes were free. 


II. 
For the songs you had sung us were never forgotten, 
And your name among all our rejoicings would blend; 
Nor was it the 1\IinstrC'l alone was rmneIubered, 
Every verse seemed to breathe of the man and the friend. 
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III. 


l\Iay the proll1Ïse of spring, and the fullness of SU1l1mer, 
The burthen of many an old Scottish sç>ng, 
Be before you wherever your duty may call you, 
And the fruits of Jour harvest remain with you long. 


IV. 


And when for repose in some hour JOU are sighing- 

'or 
ven a ßlinstrellllust pause in his strain- 
To one point in the north, like the needle returning, 
l\Iay the l11aguet of friendship here have you remain! 


1 N 111 EJIORI A .1[. 


[
fARY AN'
 DEV AXEY, a child of twelve years, daughtcr of the author's 
friend, .Mr. L. Devaney of 
Iontreal, lost her life while endeavoring to save two 
of her playmates who had been skating on the W'ellanù Canal, at St. Catherine.s, 
C. 'V., on Thursday, March 3, lSG!.] 


LOST, lost to us on earth, 0 daughter dearest! 
Torn, as by a whirlwind, swift away; 
Little we know, when morning's skies are clearest, 
'Vhat telnpests lllay engulf the closing day! 


'Yho ,vould have dreamt, as, down to that sad water, 
They Intt thee passing, buoyant as a bird, 
They'd see 110 1110re thy face, 0 angel daughter! 
They'd hear no more the gentle voice they heard! 



lary, "a tear" is saiù to be in Hebrew; 
Ah! n1any a tear thy death to us hath cost! 
But if all little mD.idens grew as she grew, 
They might be strangely abscnt-never lost! 
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No turf enwraps her, and no tomb incloses*. 
The 11101'tal frame, out far in other spheres 
Our little n1aiden gathers Heaven's bright roses, 
'Yhose roots still widen, fed by human tears. 


Sorrow is Inighty, but a mightier spirit 
Descends upon the household of the just, 
Saying-" Pray to Goù, that dying, you inherit 
Hel
 life of life, beyond the dust to dust! " 


TIlE PRIEST OF PERTll.t 


(Requiescat in pace. Amen.) 


A PRAYER FOR THE SOUL OF THE PRIEST OF PERTH. 


I. 
"''''E who sat at his cheerful hearth, 
!(now t.he wisdonl rare, of priceless worth 
He bears away fronl the face of the earth; 
Peace to the soul of the Priest of Perth! 


II. 


Dead! and his sun of life so high! 
Dead! with no cloud in all his sky! 
Dead! and it seems but yesterday 
'Vhen happy and hopeful he sail'd away, 
As Priest and Celt, to his double home, 
For 'Vestport bay, and Eternal Rome; 
Ashes to ashes! earth to earth! 
God rest the soul of the Priest of Perth! 


* The child's body wag not recovered until the ice melted in the spring. 
t The Very Hevcrenù JOHN II. MvDox.WlI, of Perth, U. \V.; Vicar-General of 
the Di Jcese of King,;ton. . 
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III. 
Yet there was a sign in his gracious sky, 
Up where the Cross he lifted high, 
Glow'd in the lllorn and evening light, 
Kiss'd by the reve'rent moon rit night- 
Glow'J through the vista'd northern pines, 
" That's Perth, where the Cross so brightly shines." 
l\IallY will say, as many have said, 
Bearing true tribute to the dead- 
Ashes to ashes! earth to earth! 
Rest to the SOlÙ of the Priest of Perth! 


IV. 


And there was the h0111e he 10veJ to make 
So dear, for friend and kinsman's sake; 
Oh, many a day, and nUlny a year 
'Yill come for his mourners far and near, 
But never a friend more true ur dear. 
l\Iany a wreath of Canadian snow 
'Vill hide the gardens and gates we know; 
And many a spring will deck again 
His trees in all their leafy glory, 
But none shall ever bring back for men 
The s1l1ile, the song, the sinless story; 
The holy zeal that st.ill presided, 
""11Îch none encounter'd and derided- 
That yielded not one fast or feast, 
One right or rubric of the priest; 
Ashes to ashes! earth to earth! 
Peace to the soul of the Priest of Perth! 


v. 


A golden Priest, of the good old school, 
Fearless, and prOIl1pt, to lead and rule; 
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Freed of every taint of pride, 
But ready, aye ready, to chide or guide; 
Tenderly binding the bruisèd heart, 
Sparing no sin its penal smart; 
His will was as the granite rock 
To the prowler menacing his flock; 
But never lichen or wild-flower grew 
On rocky ground, more fair to view 
Than his charity was to all he knew; 
Laying the outlines deep and broad 
Of an infant church, he daily trod 
His path in the visible sight of God; 
Ashes to ashes! earth to earth! 
Peace to the soul of the Priest of Perth! 


VI. 
o Saints of God! ye who a,vait 
Your beloved by the Beautiful Gate! 
Ye Saints who people his native shore- 
Beloved Saint John, whose name he bore- 
And ye, Apostles! unto whom 
He pray'd, a pilgrin1, by your tomb- 
And thou! 0 Queen of IIeaven and Earth! 
Receive-receive-the Priest of Perth! 


ED "TV A R D "TV II E LAN. 


DIED DECE:\IBER 10, 18G7, AGED 43. 


I. 
By this dread line of light, 
Rises upon my sight, 
Borne up the churchyard white, 
The dead !-'mid the bearers; 
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Sharply the cold clods rung- 
Silen t for aye that tongue 
On 'which delighted hung 
l\Iyriads of hearers! 


II. 


Still, still, oh hopeful heart! 
Cold as the clod, thou art, 
All, save the Saviour's part, 
All that ,vas mortal; 
Rest for the teeming brain, 
Rest besought not in vain, 
'Vhen into God's domain 
Open'd life's portal! 


III. 


Well for thee in this hour, 
That in thy lllood of power, 
Truth was still nearest; 
Better than babbling fame 
That clear unspotted name, 
Honor's perennial claim, 
Left to thy dearest! 


IV. 


Long may the island home* 
Look for thy like to come- 
Few may she ever 
Find more deserving trust, 
Freer from thoughts unjust, 
Than this heart-in the dust 
At rest-and forever! 


'" Newfoundland, which island :Ur. 'Vhelan represented in an official delega- 
tion to Canada only a few months before his lamented death.-ED. 
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REQ UI E.iJI ÆT ER.i.VA.Af.* 


LAWRENCE DEVAJ\EY, DIED MAnCH 3, 1868. 


I. 
SAINT VICTOR'S DAY, a day of woe, 
The bier that bore our dead went slow 
And silent, sliding o'er the sno,v- 
lJfiserere, Domine! 


II. 
'Vith Villa l\Iaria's faithful dead, 
An10ng the just we made his bed, 
The cross he loved, to shield his head- 
lJIiserere, Donâne! 


III. 
The skies may lower, wild storms may rave 
Above our comrade's mountain grave, 
That cross is mighty still to save- 
lIIisereJ'e, D01nine! 


IV. 
Deaf to the calls of love and care, 
He bears no more his Inortal share, 
Nought can avail him now but prayer- 
.ßIiserere, D01nine ! 


v. 
To 5uch a heart who could refuse 
Just payn1en t of all burial dues, 
Of Holy Church the rite and use ?- 
lIIiserere, Donâne! 
· Just one month after this poem was written, the author met his death by 
the assassin's hand. 



468 


POEMS OF THE AFFECTIONS. 


VI. 
Right solemnly the l\Iass was said, 
'Vhile burn'd the tapers round the dead, 
And n1aniy tears like rain were shed- 
lIIiserere, Dom,ine! 


VII. 
No more Saint Patrick's aisles prolong 
The burden of his funeral song, 
His noiseless night must now be long- 
lIIisere7'e, DOJnine! 


VIII. 
Up frolll the depths we heard arise 
A prayer of pity to the skies, 
To him who dooms, or justifies- 
lJIiserere, Donline! 


IX. 
Down from the skies we heard descend 
The promises the Psaln1ist penn'd, 
The benedictions without end- 
lJIisel.ere, Domine! 


X. 

Iighty our Holy Church's win 
To shield her parting souls from ill; 
Jealous of Death, she guards them still- 
:ßIiserere, Dom,ine! 


XI. 
The dearest friend will turn away, 
And.1eave the clay to keep the clay; 
Ever and ever she ,vill stay-- 
lJIisere7.e, Domine! 
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XII. 
When for us sinners, at our need, 
That mother's voice is raised to plead, 
The frontier hosts of heaven take heed- 
lIIiserere, Don1Ìne ! 


XIII. 
l\Iother of Love 1 l\Iother of Fear! 
And holy Hope, and 'Visdom dear, 
Behold we bring thy suppliant here- 
1J.Iise7
ere, D07nine! 


XIV. 
His flaming heart is still for aye, 
That held fast by thy clemency, 
Oh! look on him with loving e:ye- 
lIIiserere, Dontine ! 


xv. 
His Faith was as the tested gold, 
His Hope assured, not overbold, 
His Charities past count, untold- 
lIIiserere, Dont ine ! 


XVI. 
Well may they grieve who laid him there, 
Where shall they find his equal-where? 
Nought can avail him now but prayer- 
lJliserere, Donâne! 


XVII. 
Friend of my soul, farewell to thee! 
Thy truth, thy trust, thy chivalry; 
As thine, so may my last end be! 
.JIiserere, D07nine! 
SA.INT VICTOR'S DAY (March G). 
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I. 
!{ING ARTHUR, at his Table Round, had never knightlier 
guests, 
Nor Charles' Paladins such store of love-tales and of jests; 
The choicest spirits of the earth cross ovel' land and sea, 
And blow their horns at nlY gate, and stall their steeds with 
ll1e. 
Then failllle not, nlY trusty friend, be sure fail not to conle, 
And Jour fellow-guests shall be the best, and boast of Chris- 
tendom. 


II. 
Sir Sherry, fronl the Xeres side, here hangs his Spanish 
sword, 
And hUlllorous, though grave, he sits, and sparkles at my 
board; 
From l\lalaga of the 1\1001'8, and Oporia by the sea, 
Two gentlenlen of kindred blood came in his company. 
Then fail me not, IllY trusty friend, be sure fail not to come, 
And Jour fellow-guests shall be the best, and boast of Chris- 
tendoln. 


III. 
A glowing Greek from Cypress came by way of Italy, 
And brillg
 with hinl his tender spouse, Signora Lachl'ymæ; 
011! thrillir g are the tales he tells of far historic lanùs, 
'Vhere once with demi-gods he fought, amid HOlneric bands. 
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Then fail me not, my trusty friend, be sure fail not to come, 
And your fello'w-guests shall be the best, and boast of Chris- 
tendom. 


IY. 


And here we have, arrived last night, the gol<.l-encased 

Iagyar , 
Sir Tokay, from the Danube bank, renown'd in love and war. 
He telleth of three Rhinegra ves, all men of name and falne, 
He pass'd chanting 0. drinking-song as hitherward he came; 
Then fail me not, IllY trusty friend, be sure fail not to con1e, 
And Joltr fellow-guests shall be the best, and boast of Chris- 
tendom. 


v. 


Our former friends will all be here-the gifted and the good, 
The deputies of the Gironde, with nectar in their blood; 
The soul of France had ne'er been staÌn'd with the sins 
of '93, 
If Robespierre had caught from t118111 their high humanity. 
Then fail n1e not, my trusty friend, be sure fail not to come, 
AnJ Jour fellow-guests shall be the best, and boast of Chris- 
tendon1. 


VI. 


And she ,ve love the best shall sit in her accustoln'J place, 
Lending to joy new pinions, to friendship's self new grace; 
AuJ our hearts will leap like schoolboys' in the sunshine of 
her smile, 
A.ud nought in tale or thought shall stain our sinless mirth 
the while. 
Then fail me not, my trusty friend, be sure fail not to COI118, 
And our fellow-guests shall be the best, and boast of Chris- 
tendolll. 


NEW YEAH'S EVE, 184.8. 
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TIlE RO.JIANCE OF A [lAND. 


" I see a hand you cannot see. "-Tickle. 


I. 
I REMEMBER me a hand that I pIa)"' d with long ago- 
It was warm as nlilk, and soft as silk, and white as driven 
snow- 
It petted nle and fretted me-by times Iny joy and bane- 
The lovely little hand of my lovely cousin Jane. 


IT. 


It beckon'd me to manly deeds over sea aud lal1d- 
By night and day, I swear it, I was haun ted by that hand; 
Like the visitor of Priarn, in the Inid watch of the night, 
It drew my curtains open and let in the dreall1Y light. 


III. 


Return'd from lands afar, I sought n1Y cousin Jane- 
She grasp'd me by the hand that was now indeed my bane, 
For on the third-told finger-who'd have thought of such a 
thing ?- 
Of the hand that once was mine, coil'd a horrid yellow ring. 


IV. 


Oh, cousin, cousin Jane! how alter'd was that hand- 
And the form it belong'd to, through that golden circ1e 
scann'd, 
Indicative of orange wreaths, cradles, custards, nurses, 
babies, 
The daguerreotype's original, and many other nHty be's. 
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TIIE STUDE.J..YT'S LUCKLESS LOVE. 


I. 


BRA YE was young Hugh, and cheerful, 
'Yhen I met hÍ1n first, in l\Iay; 
Dim .was his eye, and tearful, 
'Vhen last he cross'd my way; 
And I knew, though no word was spoken, 
Though no tear was seen to fall, 
That the young heart of Hugh was broken, 
That be beard Death's distant call. 


II. 


It was not the toil of study 
That furrow'd his fair white brow, 
For when his cheek was ruddy 
He prized books Illore than now. 
'Twas not the chill October, 
'Vith its cloud of wither'd weeds, 
That darken'd his spirit over, 
And shook his frame like the reeds. 


III. 


But when we met at :L\Iay-da
r, 
Though earth and heaven were bright, 
'Twas the loving look of his lady 
That fill'd his heart with light. 
And now Death's clammy charnel 
Houseth that laJy dear, 
And he sees but dock and darnel, 
And Death alone doth he hear. 
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IV. 


Thick, and sofl:;, and stainless 
Falleth the snow abroad, 
'Yhere pulseless all and painless, 
Lieth the fuueralload ; 
'Yhite plumes are nodding fairly 
The dark, dim hearse above- 
" 'Vhom the gods love die early," 
And, alas 1 they die of love. 


THE MOUNTAIN-LAUREL.134 


I. 


FAR upon the sunny mountain, laurel groves were growing, 
Silently adowl1 the river came a hot youth, rowing; 
Looking up, afa.r he spied 
The green groves on the mountain side- 
Quoth the youth, and fondly sigh'd,- 
"I'll pluck your plumes, and sail anon, fair the wind is 
blowing I" 


II. 


Landing, then, he took his ,yay to where the groves were 
growIng; 
Far he travell'd, all the morn, from the cabn strearn flowing; 
In the sultry June noon tide, 
He reach'd the groves he had espied, 
And sat down all the mountain side; 
" Sing the snowy, plulny laurels, laurels gaily blowing I" 


III. 


S:1,t and slept within the groves of laurels bright and blowing, 
Oh 1 the deadly laurel-tree, with flowering poison glowing! 
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Down they fell on lip and brain, 
Ob! that odorous, deadly rain! 
He never shan return again 
To his boat, upon the stream afar, 80 caIrn and gently 
flowing I 


DARI( BL UE EYES. 


STRANGE that Nåtnre's loveliness, 
Should conceal destructiveness; 
Pestilence in Indian bowers, 
Serpents 'n1Íd Italian fl.owers, 
Stranger still the woe that lies 
In a pair of dark blue eyes! 


In n1Y drean1s they hoyer o'er Ine, 
In Iny walks they go before me, 
Read I cannot while there dances 
O'er the page, one of those glances; 
l\Iusing upward on the skies 
There I find those dark blue eyes I 


,V oe is me! those orbs of ether 
Can I win, or banish, neither! 
Never to be mine, and never 
To be banish'd by endeavor; 
Still my peace delusive flies 
Before those haunting ùark blue eyes I 
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TIlE LOnn AND TIlE PEASA1VT. 


AN ALLEGORICAL BALLAD. 


I. 


A BARON lived in Lombardy, 
'Vhose granaries Inight feed a nation, 
And fair his castle was to see 
As any monarch's habitation. 
But of its chambers there was one 
""'hose insiùe ne'er had seen the light; 
Young and old did that chamber shun 
As the dread haunt of crime and night. 


II. 


At length this lord, more skeptic than 
lIis long-descended Gothic fathers, 
Resolvf'd to test the tale that ran, 
And round hin1 many a wise man gathers. 
The priest he pray'd that bolts and locks 
:
Uight .fly asunder, and the devil 
TIespect the ritual orthodox, 
A.nd leave, at once, his stronghold evil. 


III. 


An alchemist drew forth a vial, 
Containing SOll1ething which he swore 
,y ould ope it wide on instant trial, 
If mortal hand had made the door. 
Tbe prayer ,vas prfiJ'd-the liquid tried- 
The iron door retllain'd unmoved; 
A clown stepp'd to the baron's side, 
And crases a. boon; the boon's approved. 
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IV. 


Forth stalks he with an iron lever- 
" Hold 1" cries the priest; "rash luan, depart 1" 
cc Great heavens I" cries the sage, "was ever 
Such outrage shown to mystic art 1" 
In vain they talk; his lusty strengths 
Upon the bar the peasant plies, 
Burst wide the stubborn door at length, 
And countless treasures greet their eyes! 


v. 
"By Holy Rood!" the baron said, 
" J\Iy prince of clowns, thy bar shall be 
Into a golden one transform'd, 
For this great gain thou bringest llle 1" 
"Nay, lord 1" replied the brave explorer, 
" I labor not for D10rtallneeds, 
Truth-whose hard task 'tis to discover- 
A truer, rougher lever needs!" 


IRISH PROVERBS. 


FRO1\! the mounds, where altars 
In the old time stood, 
'Vhere the pilgrim-scholar 
Treads the Ðruiù's wood; 
FrotH the mountains holy, 
Crown'd with hermits' homes, 
From the far off Erin, 
'Yisdom's voice still comes. 


TÌ111e, beside his hour-glass 
And his scythe, still brings 
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Proverbs, far more precious 
Than the gift of kings: 
1\Iark the solemn ancient, 
Chanting, as he passes, 
Truths as keen as scythe-blades, 
1\10ra]s clear as glasses: 


" Young nlen, old men, listen 
To the sage's word, 
Still 'tis worth the hearing, 
Though so often heard; 
Hear the earliest proverb, 
Time-tried, trusty yet- 
'Doors of hope fly open, 
'Vhen doors of l]romise shut.' 


" Young men, old men, trust in 
'Vhat the sages say- 
'When the Dight looks blackest, 
'Ve are nearest day;' 
Take this creed, and keep it, 
Ever firm and fast- 
That 'long withheld reckoning 
Surely comes at last.' 


"Young men, old men, wisely 
Journeying o'er life's path, 
Know that 'soft words ever 
Break the heart in wrath;' 
'Yaste not time jn wishing, 
, Gather tears or gravel 
In life's creels, and see which 
Fills, as on you travel.' 


" Young Inen, old men, humbly 
Bow your hearts to God; 
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Bear up under trials- 
, The back is for the load" 
, 
'Censure others slowly'- 
'Praise theln not in haste'- 
'Give the bridge due credit, 
When the river's past.' " 


From the mounds, where altars 
In the old time stood, 
'Yhere the pilgrim-scholar 
Treads the Druid's wood; 
Froin the mountains holy, 
Crown'd with hermits' hon1es, 
From the far off Erin, 
'Yisdom's voice still comes. 


"LO UGII DERG." 


A R
COLLECTIO
 OF DONEGAL. 


I. 


IN a girdle of green, heathy hills, 
In song-famed Donegal, 
An islet stands ill a lonely lake, 
(A coffin in a pall), 
A single stunted chesnut tree 
Is sighing in the breeze, 
'Vhile to and fro" the Pilgrims" flit, 
Or kneel upon their knees; 
Down to the shore, from North and East, 
Fron1 Antrin1 and the Bosses, 
Come barefoot pilgrilns, men ancllllaids, 
Through water-ways and mosses; 
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And some from Dublin city, far, 
'Vhere sins grow thick as berries, 
From Sligo some, and Castlebar, 
Come crossing by the ferries. 


II. 


Oh! blessed Isle, a weary wight, 
In body and in spirit, 
Last :year alnid your pious ranks 
Deplored his deep den1erit; 
...lnd though upon his youth had faU'n 
A watchful tyrant's ban, 
Thouo'h sorrow for the unfouaht fiaht 
I:) I:) 1:)' 
And grief for the captive man, * 
Peopled his soul, like visions 
That cloud a crystal sleep, 
These sorrows there pass'd from hÏ1n- 
'Twas his sins that n1ade hiln weep. 
And forth he went, confess'd, forgiven, 
Across the heathy hills, 
His peace being made in heaven, 
He laugh'd at earthly ills. 


III. 


Oh! holy Isle, a ransom'd man 
On a far distant shore, 
Still in his day-dreams and his sleep 
Sits by the boatman's oar; 
And crosses to Jour stony beach 
And kneels upon his knees, 
'Yhile overhead the chesnut-tree 
Is sighing in the breeze; 


'" Charles Gavin Dutly 
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And still he hears his people pray' 
In their own old Celtic tongue, 
And still he sees the unbroken race 
From Can and Nial sprung; 
And from departing voices bears 
The thankful hymn arise- 
That hJlTIn will haunt him all his years, 
AnJ soothe him when he dies. 


IV. 


Oh, would you know the power of faith, 
Go! see it at Lough Derg; 
Oh, would you learn to smile at Death, 
Go! learn it at Lough Derg; 
A fragnlent fallen from ancient Time, 
It floateth there unchanged, 
The Island of all Islands, 
If the whole wide world were ranged. 
There mourning men and thoughtful girls, 
Sins from their souls unbind; 
There thin gray hairs and childish curls 
Are streaming in the wind; 
From l\Iay till August, night and day, 
There praying pilgrims bide- 
Oh, lnan hath no such refuge left, 
In all the world wide! 


T II E .Jl.A. N 0 F THE J.T 0 R T Il 00 U]{ T R IE. 


HE came fronl the North, and his words were few, 
But his voice w'as kind and his heart was true, 
And I knew by his eyes no guile had he, 
So I Inarried the man of the North Coun tI'ie. 
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Oh! Garryowen may be more gay, 
Than this quiet street of Ballibay; 
And I know the sun shines softly down 
On the river that passes my native town. 


But there's nbt-I say it with joy and pride- 
Better man than mine in l\Iunster wide; 
And LiInerick Town has no happier hearth 
Than mine has been with my lUan of the North. 


I wish that in l\Innster they only kne-w 
The kind, kind neighbors I came unto; 
SUlall hate or scorn would ever be 
Between the South and the North Coulltrie. 


GOD BE PRAISED! 


I. 


I Al\I young and I love labor, 
God be praised! 
I haye Ulan)" a kindly neighbor, 
God be praised ! 
I've a wife-my whole love bought her, 
And a little prattling daughter, 
'Vith eyes blue as ocean water, 
God be praised! 


II. 
Care or guilt have not c1efornl'd me, 
God be praised! 
Tasks anù trials but illforIn'd Ine, 
God be praised! 
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I bave been no base self-seeker; 
'Vith the n1Ïldest I am meeker; 
I have made no brother weaker, 
Gael be praised! 


III. 


I haye drmunt youth's dreams elysian, 
God be praised! 
And for many an unreal vision, 
God be praised! 
But of 111anhoocl's lessons sterner 
Long I've been a patient learner, 
And now wear with ease life's arrnor, 
Gael be praised! 


IV. 


The world is not all eviJ, 
God be praised! 
It must amend if we will, 
God be praised! 
Healing vervain oft we find 
'Vith fell hemlock in tertwineù; 
Hate, not Love, was born blind, 
God be praised! 


v. 
Calm night to-day is neighbor, 
God be praised! 
So rest succeeds to labor, 
God be praised! 
By deeds, not days, Jives nunlber, 
Tinle's conquerors still slulnber, 
Their own master-pieces under, 
Goel be praised 1 
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YO UTII A1VD DEATH. 


I. 


DAILY, nightly, in the offing 
Of lny sou1, I see a sail 
Passing, with a gay troop quaffing 
Rosy wine fronl goblets pale; 
On the wine floats smiling roses, 
Smiling at the joy they give; 
Ah! many a sunken leaf discloses 
How fast the years of youth we live. 


II. 


Daily, nightly, in the offing 
Of my SOlÙ'S relnoter shore, 
Rides a sable ship at anchor, 
'Yaiting for me evernlore. 
Froln the poop a ghastly pilot, 
Sceptred with a scythe, loud calls, 
It was their
, and n1ust be IllY lot, 
To glide down Death's darksome falls. 


III. 


'Twixt the ships I fain would tarry 
For a tÏ1ne in n1Ïd-life vale, 
There reposing with nlY ßlary, 
l\Iock Death for an untrue tale; 
There reposing unregretting, 
I would sink to sleep at last, 
To awake behind the setting 
Of In}' snn, Death's passage past. 
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FALSE FEJR OF THE WORLD. 


AN . DIPRO::\IPTU. 


I. 
"THE "orId I" "The 'Vorld I ,vhy, plague it, man, 
'Yhy do you shake your world at Ine ? 
For all its years, and all your fear, 
The thing I aln I still must be. 
I see I I see I fine homes on hills, 
'Yith winding pathways smooth and fair; 
But let me moil among the mills, 
Rather than creep to riches there. 


II. 


" A heather bell on Travail's cliffs, 
Snlells s\veeter than a garden rose; 
The lunlber-barge outsails the skiffs, 
And saves lnen's lives when Boreas blows. 
'Tis, sure, enough to note the day, 
'Vith morning hail, and night adieu, 
Nor squander precious hours away 
'Yïth Affectation's empty crew. 


III. 


" ßly friend's my friend, my foe's my foe; 
I have Iny hours of joy and gloom; 
I ùo not love all mankind-No I 
The heart I have has not the room. 
But there is half-a-score I know, 
And her, and you, and this wee thing, 
\Yho make my 'Y orld, my all, below- 
Cause, Constitution, Country, ICing I" 



MISCELLANEO US POEi1fS. 


4S9 


Alv EPICUREA..V DITTY. 


I. 


CO::.\IE, let us sing a merry song, 
1\1y lady gay, nlY laùy gay. 
Nor fret and pine for right or wrong, 
By night or day, by llÌght or day. 
Of right, the rich man still can have 
His alnple share, his ample share, 
For wrong, when done un to the slave, 
'Yby, who need care? why, who need care? 


II. 


Is it not plain the world was Inade, 
1tly lady gay, my lady -gay, 
To be bamboozled and betray'd, 
By night and day, by night and day? 
Then why not let the fat world hold 
Its ancient course, its ancient course? 
'Vhy rage against its calf of gold, 
Or consul horse, or consul horse? 


III. 


Now listen, listen unto Ine, 
Thou laùy gay, thou lady gay, 
'Tis 11loonshine, all this liberty- 
Talk thrown away, talk thrown away. 
There is no joy the world can give 
Like wit and wine, like wit and wine, 
He ouly can be said to live 
'Yho lives to dine, who lives to dine. 
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THE STUDE.LVTS. 


A FRAGMENT. 


I. 
CLOSE curtain'd was the students' room, 
And four brigh t faces fenced the hearth, 
Abroad the sky was hung with glOOlll, 
And snow hid all the earth; 
The current in the Charles' Inidst 
Chafed the thin ice overhead, 
The wailing 'wind of uight evinced 
A n1essage from the dead. 


II. 


Four friends around one hearth! oh, need 
I say the four were young? 
Four studious men who talk'd and read, 
Not all with eye and tongue; 
But one with heart of regicide, 
To leyel all earth's lore; 
And one for love, and one for pri9. e , 
And one for more-far lllore! 


III. 


Cyrus breathed but ambition's breath, 
A.nd dre
llnt but of renown; 
One of the souls his was, fronl Death 
"\Vould, slniling, take its crown. 
Alban, to please Do lady fair, 
And wise as fair, did toil; 
And Eustace, as became an heir, 
"\Vas liberal of his oil. 
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IV. 


But Ha.rry wrestled 'with the Past, 
And woo'd the old and dim, 
And bound the passing spirit fast 
That answer'd unto him. 
That in his heal't, as in a cup, 
The heroic thoughts of old 
l\Iight be translnuted, coffer'd up, 
As Inisers guard their gold. 


v. 


Heroic youth! to hiln it seeIll'd 
'Twere joyful but to die, 
III any breach above which stream'd 
The banner Liberty! 
The scaffold-altar, prison-shrine, 
'Yhere Freedom's n1artyrs bled 
* * * * 


GRA VES I1Y TIlE FOREST. 


THREE little gra Yes, JOu can diln1y see, 
}'Iade in the shade of the tall pine-tree; 
The wooùman turns his feet aside, 
'Yhere the Inother's tears hath the flowers supplied, 
For there they bloonl when no bud elsewhere 
Opens its folds to the chill lake air; 
A rustic cross stands over aU, 
And over the cross, the pine-tree tall; 
So while the young souls are with the blest, 
On the grave of grief 
Grows the flower, Relief, 
In the solelnn woods of the 'Yest. 
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The flower, Relief, on the young wife's breast, 
Is caught ill an infant's soft caress; 
And it sheds its perfume round the room, 
And lends to the 11l0ther's cheek new bloom; 
So fair, so constant, its rosy hue, 
You woulù never deem on what soil it grew. 
There is no ill but God can cure, 
Nor any that man may not endure; 
So, while the young souls are with the blest, 
On the grave of grief 
Grows the flower, Relief, 
In the solemn 'woods of the 'Vest. 


.A PLEA FOR TIIE rOOR. 


SONNET. 


'TIS nlQst true, llladanl! the poor wretch you turn'd 
Forth from your door was not of aspect fair; 
His back was crooked, his eye, boa-like, burn'd, 
'Vild and il1hun1an hung his nlatted hair; 
His wit's unmannerly, uncouth his speech, 
.Awkward his gait; but, Inadam, pray recall 
How little Fate hath placeù within his reach, 
His lot in life-that may account for all. 
His bed hath been the inhospitable stones, 
His canopy the ,veepi?g mists of night; 
Such savage shifts have warp'ù his n1Ïnd and bones, 
And sent hin1 all unseen1ly to your sight. 
"\\7 ant is no courtier- 'Y oe neglects all grace; 
He hunger'd, anù he had it in his face! 
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LDVES 1VRITTEY OJ{ TIlE FLY-LE"-4F OF A BOOK. 


I. 
A CHILD of Ireland, far f1'ol11 Ireland's shore, 
Inscribes his name beneath, and fondly prays 
For this book's little mistress friends galore, 
And peaceful nights, and happy, happy days. 


II. 
.And that, when her best friends are by her side, 
And 1ight and gladnt
s are her pages twain, 
She still n1ay think with fondness and with pride 
Of her parental island of the main. 


III. 
Two things alone in life we can call ours- 
The holy cross and love of native land; 
Nor all earth's envy, nor the infel'nal powers, 
Can make us poor, with these on either hand. 


DOllNA VIOLETTA. 


A SPA'SIsn BALLAD, NOT IN LOCKHART'S COLLECTION. 


I. 
LY'IHE and listen ladies gay, and gentle gallants listen: 
In Donna Violetta's eyes the pearly tear-drops glisten; 
The h011l' has cOlne-the priest has come-have come the 
bridelnaids three, 
The grooJnsman's there, but ah! the groom, alas! and where 
is he ? 
Then sadly sigh'd that n10ther sage, "It is provoking, really; 
'Vhat can the good knight Inean, or plead to justify his 
delay?" 
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And red and pale alternate, turned the bride as wore tho 


mOI'nlng, 
And there sbe stood amid a crowd, half sorrowing, balf 
scornIng. 


II. 


At last outspoke the best bridesmaid, as on the timepiece 
glancing, 
Her black eyes fired, and her small foot beneath her robe 
kept dancing: 
"If I were Jon, sweet coz," she said, "I'd die before I'ù let a 
l\Iau put ring, ,vho first put slight, upon nle, 'Tioletta 1" 
And out bespoke the groolnsman gay, a ùapper little fellow, 
'Yho, though 'twas early in the day, was slightly touch'ù, or 
mellow: 
"l\Iy lands are full as broaù as his-Iny name is full as 
noble- 
And as true knight I cannot see a lady fair in trouble; 
So, loyely mourner, list to me, and cease those sad tears 
shedding, 
Accept the band I offer thee- and let's not mar the wed- 
ding 1" 


III. 


The lady sigh'd, the lady smiled, then placed her fingers 
taper 
Upon the gallant groon1s1nan's arm, who forthwith cut a 
caper. 
The vows were said, tho prayers ,vere l'eüd, the wedded 
pair departed 
About the time the fanner swain had froIll his lodgings 
started. 
Don Sluggard entered by one gate as they c1roye out the 
other 
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And where he shoula have found the bride he only found 
her mother. 
"His Costum.ieï was slow," he said, "his horses needed 
baiting, 
And therefore he, unhappily, had kept the ladies waiting." 


IV. 
Y e ladies fair and gallants gay, true lovers prone to quarrel, 
I pray you heed the rhynle you read and meditate the moral; 
Full Il1any a hopeful suitor's doom besides this has been 
dated 
From that dark hour when first he left his lady fair belated. 
All othe.r sins lIlay be forgiven to the repentant lover, 
nut this alone in vain he lllay endeavor to recover; 
Ana should you have a youthful friend-a friend that you 
regard, oh! 
Oh! teach him, teach him to beware the fate of Don Slug. 
gardo! 


A CO
NTRAST. 


IMITATED FROl\I THE IRISH. 
I. 
BEBI
N is straight as a poplar, 
Queenly and comely to see, 
But she seeIns so fit for a sceptre, 
She neyer could give it to n1e. 
Aine is lithe as a willow, 
And her eye, whether tearful or gay, 
So true to her thought, that ill Aine 
I find a new charm every day. 


II. 
Bebinn cabnly and silently sails 
Down life's stremn like a snow-breasted swan; 
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She's so lonesomely grand, that she seeIns 
To shrink from the presence of man. 
Aine basks in the glad summer sun, 
Like a young dove let loose in the air; 
Sings, dances, and laughs-but for me 
Her joy does not make her less fair. 


III. 
Oh! giye me the nature that shows 
Its emotions of n1Ïrth or of pain, 
As the water that glides, and the corn that grows, 
Show shadow and sunlight again. 
Oh! give me the brow that can bend, 
o h! giye lue the eyes that can weep, 
And give me a heart like Lough N eagh, 
As full of elllotions and deep. 


RIOII AND POOR. 


A SEASONABLE DITTY. 
I. 
THE rich man sat by his fire, 
Before him stood the wine, 
He bad all heart could desire, 
Save love of laws divine; 
_4.. daily gro,vth of wealth, 
And the wor1el's good word through all, 
'V"ife, and children, and health, 
And clients in his hall. 


II. 
The rich man walk'd about 
His large luxurious roon1, 
His steps fell soft as the snows without, 
On the web of a Brussels loom; 
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'Yithout, the bright icicles had 
l\Iade lustres of all his trees, 
And the garden gods look'd cold and sad 
In their snowy draperies. 


III. 


The rich man look! d abroad 
Under the leaden sky, 
And struggling up the gusty road, 
He saw a poor Ulan go by; 
He paused andlean'd on the gate, 
To husband his scanty breath, 
Then feebly down ou the threshold sate, 
The counterfeit .of death! 


IV. 


The rich man turn'd his head 
And close his curtains drew, 
And by his warm hearth, gleaming red, 
The wine-ftedg'd hours fast flew; 
""ïthout, on the cold" cold stone, 
The poor man's head reclined, 
A snow-quilt oyer hinl blown, 
A body without a mind! 


V. 
The rich mnn's sleep that night 
"'.,. as vinous, dreanlY, and deep, 
Till uear the dawI1, when a spectre white 
He saw, and heard it weep; 
Re rose, and stepping forth, 
Beheld a sight of woe-- 
Ris brother .Libel on the earth 
Slain and hid in the snow! 
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VI. 
The stone received the head 
Rejected by the brother; 
'Twas of colder cause he lay there dead 
Than the cold of the winter \veather ! 
His blue lips gaped apart, 
And the snow that lapp'd his franle, 
Lay through life on the rich man's heart 
After that night of shame. 


TIlE CIL1RTER SO..YG OF TIlE TOJI .11IOORE CLUB." 


AIR-" A place in thy memory, dearest." 


THE Greeks a Pantheon provided 
For their children of genius who died, 
Then let not the race be derided 
That remembers its poet with pride. 


CHoRus.-Then, while gaiety reigns at the board, boys, 
And the wine in each goblet is bright, 
Let a loyal libation be pour'd, boys, 
To the soul of the minstrel to-night. 


The \Vanll Irish blood in each bosoln 
Once glow'd in the light of his fame, 
And though Fate has ordain'cl we should lose hin1, 
'Ye rememLer with honor his name. 
CliORus.-Then while gaiety, etc. 
For, \yherever his footsteps lllay wander, 
The Irishman's bosom, be sure, 
Through tÏ1ne and through change, will still ponder 
Ou the genius and glory of ::\Ioore. 
CnoRus.-Then while gaiety, etc. 


"" The author was then Presiùent, as he was the founder, of the" Tom 
Ioore 
Club:' in Boston -ED. 
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TIlE TRIP 0 VER TIlE JIO U.LVTAl'lV. 


A POPULAR DALLAD OF 
EXFOr.D. 


1. 
'TwAS night, and the moon was just seen in the west, 
'Vhen I first took a notion to 111arry; 
I rose and pursued IllY journey in haste, 
You'd have known that I was in a hurry. 
I came to the door, and r rattled the pin, 
I lifteJ the latch and did boldly walk in, 
And seeing my sweetheart, I bid her "good e'en," 
Saying, "Come with me over the mountain I" 


II. 


" 'Yhat humor is this you've got in your head, 
1'111 glad for to see you so merry;, 
It's twelve by the clock, and they're all gone to bE:d: 
Speak low, or 111Y dadda will hear ye I" 
"I've spoken my IninJ, and I never will rue; 
I've courted a year, anJ I think it will do; 
But if you refuse me, sweet girl, adieu 1 
I must go alone over the Inountain..l" 


III. 


"But if from DIY dadda and 111amma I go, 
They never will think of me longer; 
The neighbors about then1, too, will not be slow 
To say, that no one could do wronger." 
" Sweet girl, we're wasting the sweet hours away, 
I care not a :fig what the whole of theIn say, 
For you will be Inine by the dawn of the day, 
If 
-ou'll COlne with 111e over the mountain I" 
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She look'd in my face with a tear in her eye, 
And saw that my mind was still steady, 
Then rubb'd out the tear she was going to cry; 
" In God's name, nlY dear, now get ready I" 
" Stop I stop 1 a few mon1ents, till I get IllY shoes 1" 
:Thly heart it rejoiced for to hear the glad news; 
She lifted the latch, saying, "I hope you'll excuse 
l\Iy sÜnplicity, over the mountain I" 


v. 
'Twas night, and the moon had gone down in the west, 
And the nlorning star clearly was shining, 
As we two pursued our journey in haste, 
And were join'd at the altar of Hymen I 
In peace and contentment we spent the long day, 
The anger of parents, it soon wore away, 
And oft 'we sat chatting, when we'd nothing to say, 
Of the trip we took over the mountain I 


LI..LVES, 


WRITl'E...
 O
 TIlE EIGHTY-SECOXD A:KXIVEllSARY OF THE BIRTH 


OF TUm[AS :MOOnE. 


"OH, blanle not the Bard I" was the l)rayer he put forth 
To the 3ge and the nation he wished to adorn, 
'Yell he knew that man's life is a waríare on earth, 
And that peace only comes to the dust in the urn. 


Yet who that has paused o'er his magical page, 
Could couple the bard, e'en in fancy, with blanle ? 
The delight of our youth, and our solace in age, 
In the bright roll of song, the pre-eminent llame ! 
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"\V"'ho can think of the thoughts, as in torrents they roll'd 
From the spring of his soul, and forget how, at first, 
'Ve learn'd to repeat them fro111 lips that are cold, 
And caught thelTI upheaving fronl hearts that are dust. 


He err'd-is that more than to say he was human? 
Yet how nobly he paid for the errors of youth! 
'Vho has taught, as he taught, man's fealty to WOlnan, 
'Vho has left us such texts of love, freedom, and truth? 


Blame the Bard! let the cynic who never relented 
Dwell alone on the page that is soil'd with a stain, 
Forgetting how deeply and long be repented- 
Forgetting his purer and holier strain. 


For us-while an ecbo remains on life's mountain, 
'Vhile the isle of our youth 'mid her seas shall endure- 
'Ve must pray, as ,ve stoop to drink at the fountain 
Of song, for the soul of the Builder--To:\I l\IooRE. 


CONT E NTJ.l1ENT. 



I
 know not wben they are most blest, 
ßut all-alway- 
Pursue the phantom Future's quest,- 
Anxious to stray; 
As young birds long to leave the nest 
And flyaway. 


Blessed is he who learns to bound 
The spirit's range, 
'Vhose joy is neither sought nor found 
In love of change; 
A tiller of his own right ground, 
This world his grange. 
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He hears, far off, the city's din, 
But loves it 11ot; 
He knows what woes and wrecks of sin 
Beneath it rot; 
Vainly the tide allures him on- 
He bides his lot. 


So would I live, beyond the crowd, 
'Yhere party strife, 
And hollow hearts, and laughter loud, 
Elnbitter life; 
'Yhere hangs upon the sun the coal-black cloud 
'Yith sorrow rife. 


Fain would I Ii ve beneath a rural roof, 
By whose broad porch 
Children ll1ight play, nor poor men keep aloof- 
'Yhose artless arch 
The ivy should o'ergrow without reproof, 
And cares should l11arch. 


The drowsy drip of water falling near 
Should lull the brain; 
The rustling leaves should reach the ear; 
The SÏ111 plest swain 
Should sing his simplest song, and never fear 
A censure of his strain. 


But why these wishes? does contentment grow, 
Even as the vine, 
Only in soil o'er which the south winds blow 
'Yarm from the Line? 
'Vherefore, in cities, if I will it so, 
l\Iay't not be mine? 
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Come, dove-eyed Peace! C0111e, ivy-crownèd sprite! 
Come froln thy grot, 
Aud make thy horne with me by day and night, 
And share my lot; 
And I shall have thee ever in IllY sight, 
Though the world sees thee not. 


. 
WO..'IAN'S PRAISE. 


I. 
THE myriad harps of Erin oft, 
In other days, 
"\Yere by enthusiast lllinstrels strung 
In wOIllan's praise; 
And though they sometimes stoop'd to sing 
The praise of wine, 
St.ill, nightly, did each trernbling string 
Resound with thine. 


II. 
"Oh, who" (these ancient rhymers asked), 
" "\Voulù dwell alone, 
That could win woman to his side, 
For aye, his own? 
Oll! cold would be the household cheer" 
('Twas so, they said), 
But for the ligh t the mistress dear 
0' er all things shed. 


III. 
And tuneless many a harp ,vould be, 
And many a brain, 
If WOlnan, Queen of :àlinstrelsie, 
Lent not the strain; 
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And many a heavy tear would chill 
On Inisery's cheek, 
If woman were not presen t still 
Her ,vord. to speak. 


IV. 


"Ye who have seen her gentle hand 
Do gen tle deeds, 
In haunts where .misery made a stand, 
And nlen were reeds; 
Ye who have seen the fetter chain 
Undone by them, 
Find, find for that a fitting name 
Ye vaunting men! 


v. 


c, Oh! blessed be the God that dower'd 
The earth with these, 
Our truest, firmest, noblest friends, 
In woe or ease; 
Bless'J. for the grace that makes the earth 
Beneath their feet 
A garden, and that fills the air 
'Vith music meet. 


VI. 


" And still, whate'er our fate luay be" 
(The minstrel saith), 
"Let woman but be near, find we 
'Vill smile in death! 
'Yhate'er the scene, where woman's grief 
And woman's sigh 
Can mingle round, there bard and chief 
l\Iay fitly die." 
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AD :AIISERICORDIAJI. 


I. 


I SOUGHT out your shore, all storm-spent and weary, 
For over the sea your name was renown'd, 
1\1y footsteps were light and my heart grew right cheery, 
As I trod, though alone, on republican ground. 


II. 


The sun shone so brightly, the sky so serenely, 
Your men bore their brows so fearlessly high, 
Your daughters moved on, so calmly, so queenly, 
That I felt far your laws I could cheerfully die. 


ID. 
If any distraction assail'd 111Y devotion, 
'Twas only my men10ry wander'd afar, 
To the Isle I had left, the saddest of ocean, 
'Vhose night never knew a republican star. 


IV. 


But all this is over; this vision has faded; 
This hope in the west has forever gono down, 
And worn out with toiling, brain-sick and heart-jaded, 
'Yhere I look'd far a welcome, I llleet but a frown. 


v. 
'Yhen can1eth the :\Iessenger, friend of the friendless, 
Sweet unta me were the sound of his scythe; 
'Yhen cOllleth the long night, starless ana endless, 
The Led without drean1Íng, the cell with aut gyve. 
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VI. 


'Yelcolne! thrice weicollle! to overtax'd nature, 
The darkness, the silence, the sleep of the grave! 
Ob! dig it down deeply, kind fellow-creature, 
I am weary of living the life of a slave. 


G RA.J..'''' D]'I A ALICE.'':l 


I. 
I HAD just now a curious dream, 
"Thile dozing after dinner, 
I drearnt I saw above IllY bed 
(As sure as 1'n1 a sinner)- 
In worJ.s and figures broad and tall, 
'Yith flourishes a-plenty, 
"This is the time that nlorta]s call 
The :year Nineteen Hunch'ed Twenty I" 


II. 
I rubb'd my eyes-in fancy rubb'd- 
To find nl)'self beholder 
Of any date so ancient dubb'd, 
And sixty sumnlers older. 
I look'd about,-'twas Cornwall town, 
Bu t gro,vn as fine as Florence! 
Only the river rolling down 
Look'd like the old St. Lawrence. 


III. 
Out from a shady garden green 
Came ringing shouts of laughter, 
I wat.ch'd the chase, myself unseen, 
The flight" and running after; 


* Thi:;; playful jeu d'esprit was written in the album of a very young lady 
in lttî 1. 
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A group of matronly mamas, 
'Vith scions in abundance, 
'''''ho pour'd around their pleased papas 
Their spirits wild redundance. 


IV. 
Hard by a thickly-bloon1ing bo,ver, 
Rosy, and close, and shady, 
I saw, beguiling eye's calm hour, 
A venerable lady: 
Her eyes were on a well-worn book, 
And, as she turn'd the pages, 
There was that meaning in her look 
'YlÚch sculptors give to sages. 


v. 
SOlnetin1es she smiled and son1etimes sigh'd, 
As leaf by leaf she ponder'd; 
SOllletiInes there was a touch of pride, 
SOlnetÍ1nes she paused and wonder'd; 
Her station seenl'd all plain to nle- 
A grand-dalne hale and hearty- 
Happy and proud was she to see 
The galll bols of the party. 


VI. 
I closer drew, and well I knew, 
In Nineteen Hundred Twenty, 
The lady's book was old, not new- 
I caught a wen-known entry! 
The lady's years of life had pass'd 
U nsou1" cl hy care or malice; 
The book-this albulll 'twas, she clasp'd- 
They call'd her GUAND- :\IA ALICE! 
CORXWALL, C. 'V., 1861. 
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[Of a similar character are the following lines, placed in a little Indian 
basket given by the author to the young daughter of a friend.] 


TO JIISS J.1[. S-. 


IN a dreaIll of the night I this casket received, 
Fronl the ghost of the late Hiawatha deceased; 
And these were the words he spoke in lilY ear : 
u 1\11'. Darcy New Era,* attention and hear! 
You know !Iinnehaha, the young Laughing- 'Vater, 
1\11'. S -1' of 
Iontreal's dear eldest daughter; 
To her bring this trifle, and say that I ask it, 
... She'll treasure for my sake the light little casket." 
This said, in his own solemn Longfellow way, 
'Vith a bow of his plumed head, he vanish'd away! 
.As I hope to be spared all such ghostly comlllands, 
I now place the said Indian toy in your hands! 
AUGUST 15, 1857. 


TIlE PElv.ITENT RA. VEN. 


I. 
The Rayen's house is built 'with reeds, 
Sing woe, and alas is me! 
And the Rayen's couch is spread with weeds, 
High on the hollow tree; 
And the Rayen hiInself, teHing his beads 
In penance for his past 11lisdeeùs, 
Upon the top I see. 
'" }.fl'. MCGEE was at the time publishing the New E1'a in Montreal. 
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II. 
Telling his beads fron1 night till morn, 
Sing alas! and woe is me! 
In penance for stealing the Abbot's corn, 
High on the hollow tree. 
Sin is a load upon the breast, 
Al)d it 11ight1y breaks the Raven's rest, 
High on the hollow tree. 


III. 
The Raven pray'd the winter through, 
Sing woe and alas is me! 
The hail it fell, the winds they ble,v 
High on the hollow tree, 
U 11 til the spring came forth again, 
And the ..Abbot's lnell to sow their grain 
Around the hollow tree. 


IV. 
Alas! alas! for earthly vows, 
Sing alas! and woe is me ! 
"\Yhether they're nutde by lnen, or crows, 
High on the hollow tree! 
The Rayen swoop'd upon the seed, 
And n1et his death in the very deeù, 
Beneath the hollow tree. 


v. 
So beat we our breasts in shame of sin, 
Alas! and woe is me ! 
"\Yhile all is hoIlowness within, 
Alas! and woe is nle. 
And when the ancient Tempter sn1iles 
So yield we onr souls up to his wiles, 
Alas! and woe is lr..e ! 
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IIALLO WE'EN IN OANADA-1863. 


['Vritten for, and read by the author at the annual celebration of Hallowe'en 
by the St, Andrew's Society of )Iontreal ] 


I. 


THE Bard who sleeps in Dumfries' clay, 
'Vere he but to the fore to-day, 
"\Yhat think you would he sing or say 
Of our n
w-found Canadian way 
Of keeping Hallowe'en? 


II. 


Ah! did we hear upon the stair 
The ploughn1an tread that shook Lord Dair, 
The Presiden t would yield his chair, 
And honor (over 
Iember, 1\la)"or), 
The BanI of Hallowe'en. 


III. 


l\Iethinks I catch, then, ringing clear, 
The accents that knew never fear, 
Saying "I joy to see JOU here,- 
And still to Scottish hearts be dear, 
The rites of Hallowe'en. 


IV. 


" "\Vhene
er they meet, on any shore, 
"\Vhatever sky nlay arch them o'er, 
Stil1 may they honor, III ore and more, 
The l1arues their fearless fathers bore, 
And, like them, Hallowe' en. 
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Y. 
" I care not for the outward form, 
'Tis in the heart's core, true and wan)), 
Abides the glow that mocks the storIll, 
And so-God guard you a' fronl harlll 
Till next year's IIallowe'ell." 


TIlE FARTf/ER Sf/ORE. 


How fair, when morning dawns and waters glow, 
Shines the far land by night conceal'J no more; 
Gladly we feel how blest it were to go 
And dwell forever on that Farther Shore. 


Nothing contents us-nothing rich or fair 
"\Vears the bright, gladsome hue that once it wore; 
Sadness is in our sky and in our air 
To that which sn1Ìles upon the Farther Shore. 


Noon beanls aloft! the distant land draws near, 
The way SeeIllS narrower to venture o'er, 
Yet hourly grows the scene less green and clear, 
l\Iore equal Se'eIllS the near and Farther Shore. 


Eve pale and paler fa.des into the dark; 
'Ye watch the rower resting on his oar, 
Unlovely to our eyes is that dilll bark, 
A funeral shape lost in the Farther Shore. 


Night nestles down! oh, happy sleep and night! 
The winds are hush'd, the waters cease to roar, 
Let us depart by the stars' gentle light, 
And wake to-morrow on the Farther Shore. 


N O'-E:\IllEH, lsG2. 
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THE STAR VEJ..VUB. 


THE beautiful star, Venns, 
Shines into my heart to-night, 
'Vith not a cloud between us 
To Inar her radiance bright! 


Oyer the snow-roof'd city, 
Over the mountain white, 
'Yith a glance of tender pity, 
Looks the LadJ of the Night. 


And I think of the long-gone ages, 
'Vhen, with her sunny smile, 
She thrill' ù the coldest sages 
'Yho sail'd by her Cyprus Isle. 


o Venus! Alma Venus! 
Thy lustre surprises nought, 
Bu t wherefore so serene is 
The ray that driyes distraught? 


Is it to teach the lover 
To hope, and to perseyere 
Till all the clouds blow over 
That hide his lady dear? 


So my heart takes thy chidings, 
Fair Queen of Love and Light, 
And hoping for hopeful tidings, 
It bids thee hail to-night. 
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TIIOJIAS MOORE AT ST. ANN'S.13ð 


I. 


ON these swift waters borne along, 
A poet from the farther shore, 
Fralned as he went his solemn song, 
And set it by the boatman's oar. 


ll. 
It was his being's law to sing 
From morning dawn to evening light; 
Like nature's chorister's, his wing 
And voice were only still'J at night. 


III. 


Nor did all nights bring him repose; 
For by the llloon's auspicious ray, 
Like Philolnela on her rose, 
His song eclipsed the songs of day. 


IV. 
He came a stranger sUlnn1er-bird, 
And quickly pass'd; but as he flew 
Our river's glorious song he heard, 
His tongue was looseJ-he warbled too! 


v. 


And, mark the moral, ye who ùream 
To be the poets of the land: 
He nowhere found a nobler theIne 
Than JOU, ye fa yor' d, ha ye at hand. 
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VI. 


Not in the storied Sumlner Isles, 
Not 'mid the classic Cyclades, 
Not where the Persian sun-god smiles, 
Found he more fitting theme than these. 


YII. 


So, while the boat glides swift along, 
Behold above there looketh forth 
The star that lights the path of song- 
The constant star that loves the north! 


GOD BLESS TIlE BRAVE! 


LA New Orleans newspaper, the Southen
 Filot, lately received, informs us 
that the Irish soldiers of Companies C and K, Eighth
ew Hampshire Volunteers, 
finding themselves encamped in the neighborhood of the grave- of RICIIARD 
DALTO:S \VILLIAlIS, have had the sacred 
pot inclosed, and erected" a tall and 
graceful slab of Carrara marble," with this inscription: 
Sacred t.o t!U?, mmzoryof RICHARD D.\LTO
 'VU.LLUIS, tlie Irish Patriot and 
Poel, who died July 5, 186
, GJcd 40 years. 
l' hi.,; ston
 was erected by his countrym.
n serving in Companies C and K, Eighth. 
J.ìelL' lIalllps/âre Vulufltecrs, as a sligld teBtimo71Ùtl qf tlleir csteem for his UlM'1Ûlied 
patriotism and his exalted devotion to the cause of Irish frwlom. ] 


I. 


GOD bless the brave! the brave alone 
'Yere worthy to hase done the deed, 
A soldier's hand has raised the stone, 
Another traced the lines men read, 
Another set the guardian rail 
Above thy minstrel-Innisfail! 


II. 


A thousand years ago-ah! then 
Had such a harp in Erin ceased, 
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His cairn had met the eyes of men, 
By every passing band increased. 
God bless the brave! not yet the race 
Could coldly pass his resting-place. 


III. 
True have ye writ, ye fond and leal, 
And, if t.he lines ,vould stand so long, 
U nt.i! the archangel's trulIlpet peal 
Should wake the silent son of song, 
Broad all his breast he still 111ight wear 
The praises ye have planted there! 


IV. 
Let it be told to old and young, 
At home, abroaù, at fire, at fait., 
Let it be written, spoken, sung, 
Let it be sculptured, pictured fair, 
How the young braves stood, weeping, round 
Their exil(Jd Poet's ranS01l1'd mound! 


,T. 


How lo,,,]y knelt, 
lld humbly pray'd, 
The lion-hearted brother band, 
Around the rnonUlnent they made 
For him ,,,ho sang the Fatherland! 
A scene of scenes, where glory's shed 
Both on the living and the dead! 


VI. 
Sing on, ye gifted! never yet 
Has such a spirit sung in vain; 
No chan ge can teach us to forget 
The burden of that deathless strain. 
Be true l like him, and to your graves 
TillIe yet shalllcacl his )yonthful braves! 
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TIlE OLD SOLDIER AJ..VD THE STUDE1VT.136 


I. 


THE star of honor on his breast, 
The gray head bow'd with years, 
Hush'd every roister student's jest; 
Still ready for his peers, 
The aged soldier gazed arouud, 
His sight was somehow dim; 
\Ve saw that it was classic ground 
That had SOlno spell for hÌln. 


II. 


" Your pardon, gentleIllen," he said; 
" I interrupt your gaille ! 
But once I trod the courts you tread; 
The place is n1 uch the saille; 
And if you heed a tale to hear, 
A brief, plain tale I'll tell- 
Thel'e's none here holds this spot more dear, 
Though all may love it well. 


III. 


"Years, years ago, ,vhen that your sires 
'Vere eager, planning men, 
J, stirred by travel's vague desires, 
Forsook my native glen. 
I cross'd the seas, and claimed the right 
A kinsnutn once bequeath'ù., 
And long in Nature's sore despite, 
This learnèd ail' I breathed. 
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IV. 
" For not of books, and not of lore, 
l\Iy days and dreams were spun; 
A. banner some brave band before, 
A bold deed to be done, 
A rush upon some bristling wall, 
A n1iùnight cantÏsade- 
These were my study, and my all 
To be of the brigade. .. 


v. 
" I took the cassock from n1Y back, 
I flung my SUJ1l1na down, 
I rush'ù away on war's wild track, 
I served the Church and Crown; 
And tottering now on life's last brink, 
I come to-day to view 
This place, of which I often think, 
And speak my heart to you. 


VI. 


" There must be soldiers! yes, anù they 
Should have a n1ission clear, 
To load theIll on their awful way, 
As any tonsard here. 
There nlust be soldiers, and thore must 
Be soldiers of the Cross- 
The bravest, finnest, chief in trust, 
Or all our hopes are lost. 


VII. 
" Young n1el1, forgive an old Inan's prose, 
Forgive an old 111an's tale, 
You con1bat ,,'ith far fiercer foes, 
Than any we assail. 
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True chivalry of soul lies not 
In panoply or gear; 
Your good fight always must be fought, 
Be finn, and persevere." 
NICE, SAVOY, March 14, 1867. 


SU.NSET O
V TIlE CORSO AT ROJIE. 


[An impromptu, written on St. Patrick's Day, 1867.] 


I. 
THE SUll has set in 
tlllber 
Behind St. Peter's dome, 
Like some fair-hair'd Sicalnber 
Retrea ting west froln Rome; 
But he 'will bring the morrow, 
,Vith all its pron1Ü,e bright, 
'Yith its life, its strife, and sorrow, 
And its ulerciful " Good night I" 


II. 
"T e look upon hiK setting, 
A silken, smiling throng, 
'Ye think-life's span forgetting- 
The darkness is not long; 
A few short hours over, 
And, all brighter frolll his rest, 
Like a rich returning lover, 
He'll deck the fair world's breast. 


III. 
Aye! we believe in being 
Created as we are; 
Holding that true-for seeing 
A rock, a sea, a star; 
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Yet deny that the All-giyer 
To creatures could assign 
A cycle offoreveJ' 
By a tenancy divine. 


IV. 


Saint Peter's dome at midnight, 
Though the sun be quench'd and gone, 
",Vill stand as high and upright 
As in the day that's done; 
And the n::eys in Peter's keeping 
'Vill still be firmly grasp'd, 
Till, from their final sleeping, 
All men see day at la5t ! 


V. 


In ROlne, as on :ßlonnt Sion, 
Hides Satan fronl the first; 
N ow roused, a roaring lion, 
lIe dares and does his worst; 
Now a serpent, smooth, sweet-spoken, 
As when he 
llnbush'ù Eve, 
Through the angel-guard had broken, 
And, through nlan, lllade God to grieve. 


VI. 


But still the Eternal City, 
Type of eternal power, 
I.Jooks down in patient pity 
On the idols of the hour; 
As Genoa looks on the waters 
By passing clouds 0' ercast, 
As Fiesole looks on Florence, 
Franl the high-ground of the past! 
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T ASS 0' S TO .J.l1 B, AT R 0 JI E .137 


I. 
THE tepid air bespeaks repose, 
The noouday city sleeps; 
No shadow from the cypress groves 
Athwart the Tiber creeps. 
This seen1S the very land of rest 
To wondering' wanderers fron1 the 'Yest, 
'Yho walk as if in dreams; 
English _\..Illbition's onward cry, 
'ro all beneath this opiate sky 
Yet untranslated seems. 


II. 


Here is the goal; here ended all 
His tragedy of life! 
The honors, banishn1ent, recall, 
The 10\Te, the hate, the strife! 
A weary n1an, the poet came 
To ]ig-ht a funeral-torch's flame 
At yonder challcellight ; 
'Yhell here he sun1111'd up all his days, 
Heedless of In11na11 bhune or praise, 
And turn;d him to the Night! 


III. 


Oh, holy .J erolne! at thy shrine, 
'Yho could hope better meed, 
Than he who sang the song divine 
Of crusade and of creed! 
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'Yho loved upon J erusaleru, 
As thou didst when at Bethlehen1, 
The l\Iaster's steps to trace! 
'Yho burned to tread the very sod 
Imprinted by the feet of God, 
In the first years of grace! 


IV. 


'Yrapt in the shade of Tasso's Oak, 
I breathe the air of l
ome ; 
He found his final hOlne 
'Yhere, freed froln every patron's yoke, 
The Alban and the Sabine range 
Down yonder, seen1Ïng nothing strange, 
Although first seen by nle ; 
Firm as those storied highlands stand, 
So, deep-laid in Italian land, 
Shall Tasso's glory be. 


v. 


Caln1 here, within his altar-grave, 
The restless takes his rest ; 
Besculptured, as beco111es the brave, 
"""jth nodding casque, and crest, 
And shield, on which we trace the line, 
The key-note of his song divine, 
" Pro Fide!" Tasso lies. 
So nlay we find our legend writ, 
'Yhat time the Crucified shall sit 
For judgment, in the skies! 
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ICEBERGS. 


STEAMER ALBION, LAT. 46.55 N., LO
G. 52.30 w. 
I. 


P AUTING their arctic anchors 
The bergs came drifting by, 
A fearful fleet for a ship to Ineet 
Under the luidnight sky; 
Their keels are fathonls under, 
Their prows are sharp as steel, 
Their stroke, the crash of thunder, 
All silently on they steal. 


II. 


In the ruddy glow of daylight, 
'Yhen the sea is clear and wide, 
'Vhen the SUll with a clear and gay light 
Gilds the avalanche's side; 
Then the sailor-boy sees castles 
And cities fair to view, 
'Vith battlements and archways 
And hOrSeIllen riding through. 


III. 


Lonely in nights of SUlllmer, 
Beneath the starlight wan, 
A way-worn berg is met with, 
Sad-featured as a man; 
All softly to the southward 
Trailing its robes of white, 
It glides away with the current 
Like a hooded Carnlelite. 



},1[SCELLA NEO US POEJI8. 


523 


IV. 


'
ro-day-'twas Sunday evening- 
'Vhen din11y iroln the north, 
Under the far horizon 
A church-like cloud canle forth; 
It can1e, a white reminùer 
Of the melllories of the day; 
As a silent sign, we fancied, 
It paused, and pass'd its way. 
SUNDAY, 19th 
Iaj', 1867. 


1 ..lIP ROM P T U. 


A HAPPY bird that hung on high 
In the parlor of the hostelry, 
'Yhere daily resorted ladies fair 
To breathe the garden-perfumed air, 
And hear the sweet musician; 
Renloved to the public room at last, 
His spirit seern'd quite overcast, 
He lost his powers of tune and time, 
As I did mine of rhythm and rhyme 
'YhCll I turn'd politician. 


T II ESE A. 0 APT A I.LV. ]38 


I. 


THE anchor is up anù the broad sails are spread, 
The good ship is adrift from the land, 
And the Rportive spray sprinklcs the fair figure-hmul, 
As if flung from SOIne sea-spirit's hanù. 
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II. 


The wind pipes aloud through cordage and spars, 
The sea-boy sings back to the wind, 
The day is all sunshine, the night is all stars- 
'Vas never old Neptune lllore kind. 


III. 


But the nutster he paceth the deck to and fro, 
(Impatient of fortune, I ween!) 
N ow his footstep is hurried, now leaden and slow, 
As he mutters his shut lips between. 


IV. 


And his eye fiercely glares at the blue blessed sky, 
As if all his tormentil1g lay there; 
Now he snliteth his breast as to stifle a sigh- 
A sigh that resounds of despair. 


V. 


'Tis the miùwatch of night-still unwearied he stalks 
To and fro in the moonlight so dim; 
And unto himself or sorne phantolll he talks, 
'Vhile the phantonl seeIns talking to hÌ1n. 


VI. 


Afar o'er the waters, an index of light, 
Points the eye to the darkness intense; 
Say, whence Callies the skiff that entrances his sight- 
'Vhat destiny carries it hence? 


VII. 


There standeth a fornl where the n1Ïst n1Ïght have stood, 
As a sail her scarf catches the breeze- 
And the 'kerchief she waves has the color of blood, 
'Yhile her girdle hangs loose to her knees. 
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VIII. 
Thpre is sin, there is shalne, there is shipwreck of fanle 
In the eve, on the brow of the maid; 
No need unto hiIn that she should nalne her name, 
At a glance the whole story is said. 


IX. 
To the ship's siùe she drew in her ghosUy canoe, 
For a moment has waited her prey: 
In vain shout the crew, to the phantom he flew- 
In the darkness they yanish away. 


x. 
"
hen the Priest heard the tale by the gossips told o'er, 
c. Of a truth," so he said, "it may be; 
For the sins Jnen imagine they leave upon shore, 
Do follow theln often to sea." 


PEACE JIATII IIER VICTORIES. 


I. 
To people wastes, to supplement the sun, 
To plant the olive where the wild-brier grew, 
To bid rash riyers in safe channels run, 
The youth of aged cities to renew, 
To shut the temple of the two-faced god- 
Grand triumphs these, "
orthy a conqueror's car; 
They need 110 herald's horn, no lictor's rod; 
Peace hath her victories, no less than 'Var. 


II. 
To raise the drooping artist's head, to breathe 
The word despairing genius thirsts to hear, 
To crown all service with its earnèd wreath, 
To be of lawless force the foe austere; 
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This is to stretch a scepb'e oyer Time, 
This is to give our darkling earth a star, 
And belt it ,,,ith the emerald scroll sublime; 
Peace hath her victories, no less than "'Yare 


III. 


To stand amidst the passions of the hour 
Storm-lash'd, resounding fierce from shore to shore; 
To watch the human whirlwind waste its power, 
Till drownèd Reason lifts her head once more; 
To build on hatred nothing; to be just, 
J udg-ing of men and nations as they are, 
Too strong to share the councils of n1Ïstrust; 
Peace hath her victories, no less than "\Var. 


IV. 


To draw the nations in a silken bond, 
On to their highest exercise of good; 
To show the better land above, beyond 
The sea of Egypt, all whose waves are blood; 
These, leader of the age! these arts be thine, 
All vulgar victories surpassing far! 
On these all heaven's benignant planets shine; 
Peace hath her victories, no less than "\Var. 


PARIS, April, 1867. 


T II E S U j.V L E S S LA. N n . 


J. 


KNOW JOu the sunless land, where throng'd togethel 
The silent hosts stand out, unheeding whether 
'Tis sumluer heat, or bleak December ,veather- 
Know you that sunless land? 
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II. 
1\-Iark well the tents that multitude that cover, 
On each the crusade-standard flying over, 
'Yhere sleeps the blameless maiden by bel' lover- 
JCnow JOU that sunless land 
 


III. 
Its fields have never flash'd to share or sabre, 
There reigns the night in ,vhich no nlan can labor, 
There neighbor knoweth not his nearest neighbor- 
I(now JOU that sunless land? 


IV. 
There Folly wears all year the same tanle Fashion; 
There 'Yit the crowd around has ceased to ß.ash on; 
There Age feels no regret, and Youth no passion- 
I(now JTou that sunless land? 


,T. 


Thence let us go, and slow its pathways measure; 
Leaving far off all scenes of sensual ple'asure, 
There let us dig the cave to store our treasure, 
Safe in that sunless land. 


TIlE .111IYSTREL'S CURSE. 


I. 
" l\Iy nlalison," the minstrel said, 
" I give to l11a11 or youth, 
'Yho slights a loyal lady's love, 
Or trusts a wanton's truth. 


II. 
" And on his traitor head shall fall 
Not only curse of IDine, 
But cited down, at Nature's call, 
God's rnalison divine! 
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III. 


" 'Ve've borne our Lady to the grave 
This weary, weary day, 
'Yhile our Joung earl, a wanton's slave, 
Is false, and far away. 


IV. 
" He riots in his len1an's bower, 
He quaffs her philter'd wine,- 
False knight! false love! this very hour, 
\Yhere is that wife of thine? 


Y. 


" He wed her on n1Ïdsnmnler eve, 
\Yith taper and with ring; 
His passion ,vither'J with the ].eaf, 
But came not with the spring. 


YI. 


" She marked the change, poor heart! poor heart! 
She missed him from her side; 
She strove to play the stoic's part, 
She sicken'd, and she died! 


VII. 


" She lies outstretch'd in churchyard clay, 
She drinks the deadly dew, 
He leads the revels far away, 
The noisiest of the crew. 


VIII. 


" But on his traitor head shall fall 
Not only curse oJ Inine, 
But cited down, at Nature's call, 
G-od's Inalison divine." 
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THE LAD Y ltIO - B RID E .139 


I. 


'YHEN I was a boy, and delighted to dream, 
"\, here the sycamores shadow the bright Banna's stream, 
I remember, 'twixt waking and sleeping, I sa'v 
The first sight of the village-saint walking the shaw- 
The Lady l\Io-Bric1e! 


II. 


Her eye w"as as black as the slunmer-ripe sloe, 
Her bro,v was as fair as the New-Year's day snow; 
Have you seen the red berry that grows on the yew? 
So shone her soft lips and so gleaming with dew, 
Oh! Lady 
Io-Bride ! 


III. 


In our poor little chapel, next Sunday again, 
'l\lid the sun-brownèc1 maidens and toil-weary men, 
On the hard-sanded floor, as I live, she did kneel, 
'Yhile the light of her grace like a glory did veil 
The Lady 
Io-Bric1e ! 


IV. 


In summer the fever spread round throt'lgh the poor, 
As a wild-fire devouring a desolate moor; 
Ah! then, through its raging how caIrnly she trod, 
The pure saint that she was-on earth walking with God- 
The Lady l\Io-Bric1e ! 


v. 


The grave-yard green crowded, the village forlorn, 
The harvest had fail'd, there was blight in the corn; 
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Then can1e that high lady, ,.rith comforts and wealth, 
Her sn1Ïle giving joy, and her hand leaving health- 
The Lady 1\10- Bride! 


VI. 
But now sbe is wedded, a
d carried away 
By sonle lord of the English, who loved her, they say; 
.Aud sad is our village, and valley, and all, 
For the lady we pray for, but cannot recall! 
Dear Lady 1\10- Bride! 


IN DEP EN lJEJ.VCE. 


I. 
LE'r Fortune frown and foes increase, 
And life's long battle kno,v no peace; 
Give me to wear upon IllY breast 
The object of nlY early quest, 
Undimnl'd, unbroken, and unchanged, 
The talisma.n I sought and gain'd, 
The jewel, Independence! 


II. 
It feeds with fire my flagging heart 
To act by all a fearless part; 
It irrigates like SUlllnler rain 
The thirsty furro,vs of lilY brain; 
Through years and cares DlY sun and star, 
A present help, a hope afar- 
The jewel, Independence! 


III. 
Rob rue of all the joys of sonse; 
Curse llle with all but iU1l)otenco; 
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Fling me upon an ocean oar; 
Cast me upon a savage shore; 
Slay me! but own above my bier, 
" The man now gone still held, while here, 
The jewsl, Independence 1" 


AUTUJ.JIN A.;..VD JVINTER. 


AN A
,TIQUE. 


I. 
AUTUMN, the squire of 'Vinter, is abroad, 
l\faking much dust upon the breezy road; 
His Joseph coat with every hue is ga
T, 
But seenlS as if't had known a sunnier day; 
His master froln the North is drawing nigh, 
Fur-clad, and little favor'd to mine eye. 


II. 
And Jet this piebald courier doth him wrong; 
He loves a. friend, a bottle, and a song; 
His lnelnory's a luillü, whereof the ore 
Is ever-wrought and never-ending lore. · 
His white locks hide a head full of rare dreams, 
'Vhich by a friendly fire with gladness strealns, 
'Vhile ChristIllas shrives the perishing Old year 
He leads the New out frolH behind the bier. 


III. 
Oh! motley Autun1n, prithee mend thy pace, 
I do not like thy costtune nor thy face; 
Thy hollow laugh and stage proprieties 
Tell of a Lungling actor, ill at ease,-- 
To Ii ye snch life as thine is shalue, is sin; 
Prithee fall back, let honest 'Vinter in 
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A SMALL CA TECllISJ/. 


I. 


'VJlY are children's eyes so bright? 
Tell file why? 
'Tis because the infinite 
'Yhich they've left, is still in sight, 
And they know no earthly blight- 
Therefore 'tis their eJes are bright. 


II. 


'Yhy do children laugh so gay? 
Tell 111e why? 
'Tis because their hearts have play 
In their boso1l1s, every day, 
Free froln sin and sorrow's sway- 

rherefore 
tis they laugh so gay. 


III. 


'Vhy do children speak so free? 
Tell llle why? 
'Tis because froln fallacy, 
Can t, and seerning, they are free, 
Hearts, not lips, their organs be- 
Therefore 'tis they speak so free. 


IV. 


'Yhy do children love so true? 
Tell me why? 
'Tis because they cleave unto 
A fan1iliar, favorite few, 
'Vithout art or self in view- 
Therefore children love so true. 
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PRI1IIA VISTA.. 


"LAXD I land I" how ,ve]come is the 'YOI'd 
To all-or landsmen bred or seamen! 
Deep in their lairs the sick are stirr'd- 
The decks are throng'd with smiling WOlllen. 
The face that had gone down in tears 
Ten days since in the British Channel, 
Now, like Aurora, reappears- 
Aurora wrapp'd in furs and flannel. 


" 'Vhere ?" "Yonder, 011 the right, dost see. 
A firm dark line, and close thereunder 
A white line drawn along t.he sea, 
A flashing line ,vhose voice is thunder ?" 
"It seems to be a fearson1e coast- 
No trees, no hospitable whiffs- 
God help the crew whose ship is lost 
On yonder homicidal cliffs !" 


" Amen! say I, to that sweet praJer; 
The land, indeed, looks sad and stern, 
No female sa vans' field-day there, 
Collecting butterflies and fern. 
An iron land it seems from far, 
On which no shepher(l's flock reposes; 
Lash'd by the elemental war, 
The land is not a land of roses." 


Proudly, oh Prima Vista! still, 
'Yhere sweeps the sea-hawk's fearless pinion, 
Do thou unfurl frolu every hill 
The banner of the New Dominion! 


'" 
 ewfounùland. 
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Proudly to all who sail the sea, 
Bear thetl, advanced, the Union standard, 
And friendly may its welcome be 
To all n1en, seaward bound or land ward! 


All hail! old PrÙna Vi:-ïta! long 
As break the billows on thy boulders, 
'YiU sealnen hail thy Jights with song, 
And home-hopes quicken all beholders. 
Long as thy headlands point the way 
Between man's old and new creation, 
Evil fall from thee like the spray, 
And hope illun1ine every station! 


Long nlay thy hardy sons count o'er 
The spoils of ocean, won by labor; 
Long may the free, unbolted door 
Be open to each trusty neighbor! 
Long, 1011g may blossonl on thy rocks 
Thy sea-pinks, fragrant as the heather; 
Thy rnaidens of the flowing locks 
Safe shelter'd from life's stormy weather! 


Yes! this is PrÙna Vista.' this 
The very landnlark we have prayed for; 
Darkly they wander who have miss'd 
The guidance JaIl stern land was made for. 
Call it not hOlnicidal, then, 
The New 'V orld's outwork, grim its beauty; 
This guardian of the lives of men, 
Clad in the garb that does its duty! 


Less gaily trills the lover lark 
Above the singing swain at morning, 
Than rings through sea-mists chill and dark 
This name of welcome and of warning. 
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Not happier to his Celllllay go 
The saint., triulllphant o'er tenlptation, 
Than the worn captain turns below, 
Relieved as by a revelation. 


How blest, when Cabot ventured o'el' 
This northern sea, yon rocks rose glefllning ! 
A prornised land seerll'd L
brador 
(Nor was the pron1Ïse all in seetning); 
Strong sea-wall, still it stands to guard 
An island fertile, fair fiS any, 
The rich, but the unreap'd reward 
Of Cabot and of Verrazzani ! 



R ELI G IOU S P 0 E 1\1 S . 



ETERNITY. 


" Dies iræ, dies illæ, 
Solvet, 'secuh1m in flayillæ." 


I. 


ALL n1t
ll are nlarshall'd in array, 
And order'd for the J udgm,ent Day I 
The grave is but a gate whereby 
They pass into eternity. 


II. 


:1\lo1'e fearful will that hour be 
"\Vhen every wave of every sea 
'ViII find a voice, and all shall cry- 
"Behold, behold, eternity I" 


III. 


The metals which the nlountains hold, 
Like tears adown them shall be roll'd; 
The blinded earth, the shining sun, 
To the dread end will stagger on! 


IV. 


N ought shall endure from pole to pole, 
N ought., save th' imperishable soul; 
The sea shall pass, the ßtars decay, 
Souls only can sUl'vi'\'e that day! 
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v. 


o God of justice! God of love! 
Rain down Thy Inercies froIll above, 
And make our sinful souls to be 
'V orthy to dwell for aye ,vith Thee! 


Yl.... 


Teach us to live our little time, 
By thy deliver'd Jaw sublime; 
Teach us to die, so that we ruriy 
Endure, in faith, Thy J udgnlent Day! 


TIlE SAINTS OF ERIN. 


A FRAt:i-
IE
T. 


How shall I sing the heavenly host 
That burn'd of old en Ireland's coast, 
'Yhen their joint lustre shone afar, 
The Gothic world's morning star? 
Their pious arts, their sacred names 
Live still in hOllor'd ancient fanes, 
Gray guardians of the isle or lake, 
Frequented for the founder's sake. 


Sad is the change, and sad the time, 
When into hands unmeet as mine, 
Descends the white and purple thread 
Of what they sufl'er'd, what they said. 
Breathes there 110 more a soul of fire 
To wake to praise the Irish lyre? 
To chant in high, enduring song 
.A lay to be remember'dlong? 
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Has green 
I omonitt lost the art 
Through the ear to reach the heart? 
Gushes there fron1 no northern nlount 
Of sacred song the crystal fount? 
Has Shannon's tid"e no Iuagic spring, 
"\Yhere he who drinks perforce IUust sing? 
Lies Leinster voiceless' as the clod 
Before the theme-the Sa.ints of God 2 


Not so! not so ! 


* 


* 


*- 


Hr.J.lIN TO SAINT PATRICK. 


I. 
On thou! A postle of our race, 
Look down from thy bright dwelling-place 
On us thy suppliant SOllS, and hear 
The prayer we offer to thine ear. 


IT. 
Enthroned upon the eternal hills 
"\Yhere spring salvation's crystal 
:ills, 
Dear Father! fron1 thy chalice grant 
That saving draught for which we pant I 


III. 
Standing hard by the awful throne 
"\Yhere rules the nlystic Three in One
 
Beseech, oh Father! for thy race 
The entail of Goers precious grace! 


IV. 
By the bright brotherhood of Saints, 
By weak humanity's complaints, 
By all our ,vants and all Jour bliss, 
Saint Patrick, hear our prayer in this! 
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TIlE CELT'S PRA YER. 


I. 


OH, King of Heaven! ,vho d\velleth throned afar 
Beyond the bins, the skylark, and the star, 
"Those ear was never shut to onr complaints, 
Look down and hear the children of thy Saints! 


II. 


'Ve ask no str
ngth of arm, or heart, 0 Lord! 
We still can hoist the sail and ply the sword, 
'Ve ask no gifts of grain-our soil still bears 
Abundant harvests to the fruitful years! 


III. 


. 


The gift, 0 Lord, we need, to David's son 
You gave, for asking, once in Gabnon; 
The gift of Wisdom, which, of all your powers, 
l\Iost needful is, dread Lord! to us and ours! 


IV. 


Our race 'vas mighty 011ce, ,,,hen at their head 
'Vise men, like steadfast torches, burn'd and led; 
'Vhen OIlaroh's lore and royal Cormac's spell 
Guided the Gael, all things with them went well. 


v. 
Finn, famed for courage, WIts more fanln.d for art, 
For frequent meditations lllade apart; 
Dat hi ftlHl Nial, valorous both and sage, 
'Yere slow in anger, seldonl stirr'd to rage. 
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VI. 


Look down on us, oh Sire, an d hear our cries! 
Gran t to our chiefs the courage to be wise, 
Endow thm1l with a wisdom from Thy throne, 
That they may yet restore to us our own! 


TIlE PRA YER TO ST. BRENDA.N. 


I. 


UPON this sea a thousand dolphins swam, 
Tossing their nostrils up to breathe awhile; 
Aud here the hunbering leviathan, 
Lay heap'd and long like some half-founder'd isle; 
'''"hen, frolll the west, a low and antique sail 
Swelrd with soft winds that wafted prayers before, 
Bore thy frail bark, Cohunbus of the Gael, 
Far froln thy native Connaught's sheltering shore I 


II. 


l\Io- Brendan! Saint of Sailors! list to me, 
And give thy benediction to our bark, 
For still, they say, thou sayest souls at sea, 
Ancllightest signal-fires in tempest dark. 
Thou songht'st the Promised Land far in the 'Vest, 
Earthing the snn, chasing Hesperion on, 
But we in our own Ireland had been blest, 
Nor ever sigh'd for land beyond the sun! 


III. 
Shores of eternal spring might cross in vain, 
For all the odious wealth ,ve counted nought ; 
The birds-o
-paradise might sing in vain, 
Had not our cup with too llluch woe been fraught! 
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Then, sailing in thy leg
ndary wake, 
"\Ve lift our hearts and voices unto thee; 
Bless the fair reaIn1 that for our spirits' sake 
You sought of yore through the untravell'd sea! 


IV. 
And for us, outcasts for the self-same cause, 
Beseech from Heaven's full granary some store 
Of grace to love and fear the equal laws 
Enthroned upon that liberated shore. 
Help us to dwell in brotherhood and love, 
In the N e'\v Home predestined for our race; 
So n1ay our sou]s to thine, in heaven above, 
Pass glorified, through their great l\Iaster's grace I 


ST. BRIDGET OF KILDARE. 


LINES WRITTEN ON THE FIRST OF FEBRUARY. 


I. 
How few, on this once famous festival day, 
Ren1ember the Virgin of Erin, whose fame 
Oft bow'd down the nations devoutly to pray, 
Of Kildare's holy abbess invoking the name! 


II. 
On the .Lt\.lps of the Swiss, on the friths of the Dane, 
'Vhen the cross had supplanted idolatry's sign, 
Ho,v the sons of the Gentiles surrounded thy fame, 
'Yhat homage, 0 Virgin! what conquests were thine r 


III. 
As a queen of the seas, how resplendently shone, 
'l\lid the far Scotic islands the shrines of St. Bride, J4J 
But they who once c1aim'd thee, and call'd thee their own, 
Have gone out-hut oh! not to return with the tide! 
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IV. 
To nâgn in one heart, through the changes of tinIe, 
Is the fond expectation of Dlaiden nlost fair, 
But what l11yriads have felt an affection sublin10 
For t.hy beauty of goodness, sweet Bride of IGldare ! 


Y. 


Even now nuty be found in the bosorns of Inen 
Some hearts, like the lamp at thy altar of old, 
'Yhose faith burns as bright and as steadfast as then, 
As wann as its Rmne, and as pure as its gold. 


YI. 
Let them roanl where they lllay, they can never forget, 
And never forego, let what fate may betide, 
To remember the day, and to render the debt 
They owe to Kildare's holy abbess, St. Brid
. 


SIIRINES O.J..V TIlE SIIORE. 


WRITTE
 OFF THE CO.\ST OF MUNSTER, ASH-WED
ESDAY, 1855. 
I. 
EVENINGS there were when yon dinl coast 
'Yas lighted by a hermit-host, 
Ere yet the fervid faith was lost 
Our fathers held. 
How shall I, in this callous age, 
Speak of their choir, l1eIllure and sage, 
"\Vho fed tho lamp and fill'd the page, 
In nights of eld ! 


II. 
A pilgrim then to Erin's shore 
,V ould nowhere find the ruins hoar, 
1Vhich echo but the surge's roar, 
That I have seen; 
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From cape to cape, from isle and bay, 
Chancels would light hÜn on his way, 
His log would be a litany, 
As it hath been! 


III. 


Ho'\v alter'd now! our faith how ,veak, 
Since the old days of which I speak, 
'Yhen every gnJliot dropp'd her peak, 
And spread her flag, 
As soon as SftW the conscious crew 
Arran, emerging o'er the blue, 
Or the wild cell of Saint l\lacdugh, 
A sea-wash'd crag! 


IV. 


l\fayhap ,,'e may have wiser grown, 
Since Saints in Erin last ,vere kn01vn, 
Since honors fronl the deep were shown 
To God's elect! 
But of all gifts our fathers had, 
Yon shrines, hy impious hands unclad, 
Seem to my soul the loss nlost sad- 
Religion wreck'd! 


v. 


'Vreck'd! no, not so! the eternal shrine 
Secure may stand, unquench'd may shine, 
In every breast, in mine and thine, 
Mine early friend! 
The baffied tyrant cannot tear 
From out the heart, once rooted there, 
The Cross, our fathers' pride and care, 
Till time shall end! 
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THE DYL.VG CELT TO illS AMERIOAJ.V SO
v. 


I. 


l\Iy son, a darkness falleth, 
Not of night, upon IllY eyes; 
And in lilY ears there calleth 
A voice as frolll. the skies; 
I feel that I aIn dying, 
I feelulY day is done; 
Bid the women hush their crying, 
And hear to me, IllY son! 


II. 


1Vhen Time my garland gathers, 
Oh! n1Y son, I charge you hold 
By the standard of your fathers 
In the battle-fields of old! 
In blood they wrote their story 
Across its field, my boy; 
On earth it was their glory, 
In heaven it is their joy. 


III. 


By Saint Patrick's hand 'twas planted 
On Erin's sea-beat shore, 
And it spread its folds, undaunted, 
Through the drift and the uproar;- 
Of all its vain assaulters,- 
'Vho could ever say he sa\v 
The last of Ireland's altars? 
Or the last of Patrick's law? 
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IV. 


Through the western ocean driven, 
By the tyrant'8 scorpion whips, 
Behold! the hand of Heaven 
Bore our standard o'er the ships! 
In the forest's far recesses, 
'Vhen the n100n shines in at night, 
The Celtic cross now blesses 
The weary wanderer's sight! 


v. 


l\Iy son, IllY SOll, there falleth 
Deeper darkness on my eyes; 
And the Guardian Angel cal1eth 

Ie by name from out the skies. 
Dear, my son, I charge thee cherish, 
Christ's holy cross o'er all; 
Let whatever else may perish, 
Let whatever else will fall. 


T1IE GROSS IN TIlE ""VEST. 


I. 


On, fear not! oh, fear not! though stornlS may t\ssail 
Salvation's old symbol in city or vale; 
By the waveless Pacific, by the new l\Iedian Sea, 
The cross over all shall triul11phantl.y be. 


II. 


Its Inerciful shadow shall shelter our halls, 
Even they who despise it shall pause where it falls, 
The index that stands on the dial of time 
And shows Ulan his hour and his errand sublime. 
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III. 
The banner of faction shall fall at its feet, 
The flag of the free do it reverence meet; 
Tl
 wrath-driven ho
t shall grow cahn in its shade, 
And repc-nt of the vows that they rashly have made. 


IY. 
'Twas the :first of all banners unfurl'd on our shore, 
'Twas the banner Columbus in hUlnbleness bore; 
The needle might vary, the crew mutineer- 
\Yith the cross on his prow he was callous to fear. 


v. 
On thy shores, Guahania, when white men :first stood, 
Their speech ,vas the Spanish, their standard the rood; 
Upon Oregon's slopes, oyer Labrador's sands 
Still the cross of the Jesuit pioneer stands. 


VI. 
Then fear not! oh, fear not! though storms may assail 
Salvation's old symbol in city or vale; 
By the waveless Pacific, by the new l\Iedian Sea, 
The cross oyer all shall triumphantly be. 


TIlE HER JIlT OF CROAGII PATRIOK. 


I. 
A HER:\IIT here, in days of old, 
Lived by the fox's lair, 
The years of his life by his beads he told, 
The hours of his life by prayer. 
No roar of the chullorous plains 
Disturb'tl his wild retreat, 
His paths, f;'lll1iliar to winds and rains, 
"\Vere unknown to hUll13.11 feet. 
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II. 
Night and morn, when the sky was bright, 
He sat on the mountain's crest, 
And sung God's praise with all his lllight, 
Or l{neeling, beat his breast. 
And when the sky above him frown'd, 
And the storm rose fierce and loud, 
He pray'd to Heaven for the land around, 
Its weak, and wicked, and proud. 


III. 


And 11lany a tempted levin brand 
From its destin'd aim was turn'd, 
And many a sinful ship made land 
The sea would have il1urn'd; 
.And mallY whose final 'counting hour 
'Yas corne, got Time of Grace; 
And many a high and haughty tower 
His prayer kept ill its place. 


IV. 
In all that land these things were known, 
Through all the proverb ran: 
" The chosen Friends of God alone 
Are real Friends to 1\lan." 
Alas! in our own altel"d day, 
'V ellll1ay the guilty rne 
How few are Ii ving now to pray 
For the sins the many do! 


'V. 
,rhen 1ve are stricken with age or ill, 
Or frightell'ù with God's fires, 
Our trust is still in human skill, 
Or art's electric wires. 
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Oh! sages, make for l11e a heart 
Of ancient mould and faith, 
And then I'll venerate your art, 
And honor it in death! 


"WI....yIFRED OF 1V ALES." 


[Written in the album of a lady whose Christian name was Winifred.] 
ALOXG our native glens, of old, 
In hut and haìl, for young and old, 
'Yhen Night brought round her tales, 
No purer epic was to tell 
Than that which on the list'ner fell, 
Of 'Vinifred of 'Vales! 


The virgin martyr fair and true ; 
Tbe tyrant sworn his will to do, 
'Ybose wrath, wild as the gales 
That sweep o'er Snowdon, and whose sword 
Cropt that bright lily of our Lord, 
,Sweet'Vinifred of 'Vales! 


'Yhere fell her blood, the conscious earth 
To a charu1èd spring gaye instant birth, 
'Yhose n1Ïnistry ne'er fails 
To heal the sick, to light the blind, 
If sought in fervid frame of mind, 
An1Ïd the hills of "'\Yales ! 


Auspicious nan1e! so meekly borne, 
I thee invoke, this holy morn, 
'Vhen all men's prayer prevails, 
To bless t.his roof, and her who bears 
Thy nar11e-so honor'd through all years- 
Sweet ",\Yinifrcd of "'\Vales ! 


Qm::EEC, Sunday, April 6, 18G2. 
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TilE GHRIST IAN BROTII,ßRS. 


VERY RESPECTFULLY DEDICA'1 ED TO THE CHRISTIAY BROTHERS 
OF 1\ EW YORK. 


I. 
1:8 the streets of the city, where laughter is loud, 
'Vhere l\Iamlnon smiles down on his worshipping crowd, 
'Vhere the footsteps fall fast as the falling of rain, 
The sad. and the sinful, the vile and the vain; 
In the streets of the city what fonn do we lneet, 
'''''ïth long sable robe flowing free to his feet, 
'Yho is it that moves through the wondering mall ? 
'Tis our teacher-a son of the sainted La Salle. 


II. 
Re hath left his young home in the land of the vine, 
For the vineyard of God-for those tendrils of thine; 
He hath heard that dear voice which of old calnl'd the sea, 
As it whisper'd to him, " Bring the children to nle, 
For of such are the kingdom of God," ere the soul 
Hath a speck of the sill that defileth the whole. 
'Tis for this that he liveth-upbraid him who shall, 
'Yho ,vall
s in the way of the sainted La Salle! 


III. 
Oh, city! that looking forth seaward forever 
To the fleet on the bay, through the f1eet on the river; 
Stillia ving thy lÌ111Ds in the parallel tides, 
And proGd of the strength that disaster derides; 
'Yould you win true renown-'tis a dutiful youth, 
An heirloom of honor, devotion, and truth; 
'V ould you have them to pillar the home and the hall, 
Oh! teach them the lore of the sainte<1 L3. Salle! 


NEW YORK, 1856. 
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LIFE, A. JIYSTERY TO JIAN. 


You ask rne, cOlluade, "why I speak with awe, 
Harping forever on this Thenle of Lifé, 
As if it were the only care of n1all, 
Instead of being a rope of slipp'ry strands, 
Full of vile accidents, vexations, dre:ulls; 
A taper made but to be burnèd out, 
A better sort of shroud, a thistle-down, 
The airy carriage of an unsown seed, 
The wooden shedding of a lasting structure, 
A very f1Í111SY, miserable makeshift, 
N either an art, nor yet a mystery?" 


Life -is a rnystery, 1night be an art! 
Old men know all its secret sleights and laws, 
But when they learn to live, 'tis time to die, 
And so their knowledge, age by age, goes ,vith them; 
And the young still begill to live, as though 
A past were not, and future coulJ. not be. 
It is Life's noon, and the young soul looks out: 
Oh Earth! how fond and beautiful thou art! 
How blue the sky is ! How benign the sun! 
How glorified the night! How joyous Spring 
And all the seasons look! He's told 
"Life's but a voyage, a river, and a dream ;" 
And this he takes fiS literal, nor thinks 
The voyager's port is death; the river's end 
Is in the sea, eternity; the dream once over, 
The sleeper wakes up face to face with God! 
He conlprehen<1s life's sacred sense 110 r1101'e 
Than the nnIte trlllnpet does the word it utters. 
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Upward he goes, a-gathering shells and toys, . 
As if God sent hÏ1n museunl-lnaking; or, 
Sitting at SOHle siren's feet of clay, 
He sings a"
ay the hours with ,vanton airs, 
Flinging his reason fron1 hÏ1n: then for days 
He will be searching after it, that he 
l\Iay squander it once l11oro. 
He's heard that anlÍd roses beautiful, 
Remorse, even as crocodiles of Nile, 
Chooseth his den; he ,veIl knows that a poison, 
Deadliest to llleD, has ever been distilled 
From the fair blossoms of the laurel tree; 
Yet, like some laughing child of l\Ieluphis old, 
Playing among the sphinxes, never notes 
That Good and Evil, from their dateless posts 
Regard bÏ1n with their all-unwearied eyes; 
He never thinks, ,vhile looking at his ,vatch, 
A spirit sits within the works to note 
His actions by the hour; he little dreams, 
Sleep-walker as he is, that even now 
Angels descend from heaven every day, 
And Inig-ht be seen if ,ve had Jacob's grace. 
His lawless will he makes his only law, 
His god is pleasure, and his devil, pain. 


The first grea.t end of life, is to be saved; 
And next, to leave the world the better for us. 
Both are cOll)manded, both are possible. 
No good luan's life was ever lived in vain: 
Like hidden springs they freshen all around, 
And by the lonely verdure of their sphere, 
You know where good men d'welt. 


But man's true enlpire is his deathless soul-- 
How capable of culture and adOrUl1lent! 
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H
 memory, which, fro1l1 the distant years, 
Drives its long cfill1el-ca.Yalcades of lore; 
His wilJ, a curb'd steed or a cataract, 
Full of directness, loftiness and power, 
If it were rightly schooled; his reason, 
An armory of Archimedean levers, 
Such as, repo
ing on the 'Vord of God, 
l\Iight raise the world! 'Vill nlan never know 
To rule. the enlpire in hinlself contained, 
Its hosts of passions, tastes, affectIons, hopes; 
Each one a priceless blessing to its lord, 
If subject to Religion's holy la'w? 


Ah! were there 11lany rulers among men, 
How fragrant in God's nostrils would beconle 
This reeling, riotous, and rotten earth! 
Then should we see no more guilt and remorse, 
Life's vernal and autulnnal equinox, 
Shaking down roof-trees on defenceless heads, 
Scattering the fairest hopes of dearest friends, 
And strewing peaceful places with the wreck 
Of lofty expectation; then prelllature old age, 
And gray hairs without hOllOI', could not be; 
N or orphans rankly cun1berillg the waste, 
Like garden-seeds to sonle far prairie blown; 
Then blessed peals would daily fill thg air, 
And God's house be familiar as onr own; 
Then Faith, and Truth, aÜd patient Charity, 
Returning froll1 their long sojourn in heaven, 
'Yith all their glorious arts anù gentle kin, 
'Youlù colonize this llloral wil(lerness, 
1\1aking it sOlnething like \vhat God t1esign'd ! 


Thus would I have n1
' friencl consi<1er life, 
And, like the di yor in the secret sea, 
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Open hig eyes and see it all reveal'd- 
Quicksands, crlrrents, monsters, weeds, and shoals. 
Thus would I have hirn school, in luullbleness, 
His ear to catch the rhythmic admonitions 
"\Vhich COl110, upon thé wings of every wiud, 
From the far shore where the dead ages dwell. 
I would have him entertain such thoughts, 
That, being with him, they might still preserve 
IIis :feet :fron1 pitfalls, and his cheek fronl shame, 
His heart from :5orrow, and his soul from woe. 


THE AROTIO IYDIA.LV'S FAITH. 


I. 
"\YE worship the Spirit that walks, unseen, 
Through our land of ice and snow: 
"\Ye know not His face, we know not His place, 
But his presence and po,ver we kno,v. 


II. 
Does the buffalo need the pale-face' word 
To find his pathway far? 
'Yhat guide has he to the hidden ford, 
Or where the green pastures are? 
'Vho teacheth the moose that the hunter's gun 
Is peering out of the shade? 
"\Yho teacheth the doe and the fawn to run 
In the track the moose has nlade ? 


III. 
IIim do we follow, Him do we fear- 
The spirit of earth and sky; 
'Vho hears with the TVapili's* eager ear 
IIis poor red chilJren's cry. 
* lVapiti-the elk. 
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'''hose whisper we note in every breeze 
That stirs the birch canoe, 
'Yho haIJgs the reindeer lllOSS on the trt:es 
For the food of the Caribou. 


IV. 
That Spirit we worship who walks, nnseen, 
Through our land of ice and snow: 
'Ve know not His :face, ,ve know not His place, 
But His presence and power we know. 


A OHRISTJ.JIAS PREL UDE. 


TIlE seer-prince, the prophet-child, 
'Yho dwelt in Sennaar undefiled, 
Prodainl'd with fire-anointed lips, 
The elder law's apocalypse; 
Told of earth's powers, their rise and fall, 

Iessiah's birth, and death, and all; 
How, prone by Tigris' shore he saw 
A vision fill'ù. with scenes o:f awe; 
All heaven's designs in earthly things, 
The :fate of kingdo111s and of kings; 
The Egyptian's, Persian's, Grecian's fate. 
But, saddest sight! saw Zion's state: 
The second ten1ple overthrown 
FroIll l)innacle to corner-stone; 
Th' eternal sacrifice suppress'd 
By Gentile legions fronl the west; 
Dense darkness in all Judah's skies 
Tin l\Iichael, Israel's prince, arise, 
And He, the Saint of saints, descend 
On earth, captivity to enù. 
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Round roll'd the times, and Asia knew 
'Vhat Daniel saw; then ROlne outgrew 
.All other bounds. 'Var's last wild roar 
Lay hush'd on Ca.ntabria's shore; 
The idol of the two-fold :face* 
Look'd on his temple's empty space; 
Fronl the far froutier of the :\Iedes, 
To where Day stalls bis weary steeds, 
All earth adored, at Cæs3.l"s nod, 
Or frantic cried, ".A. god I a god I" 


.. 


Then when the day had come, and hour, 
Augustus loosed the word of power, 
And kings and consuls, east and west, 
Echoed their sovereign lord's behest: 
"N uruber the nations who obey, 
Throughout the world, the Ronlan sway I" 
Then throng'd to tryst the hnnlan tide, 
I{indred to kin, from every side; 
O'er seas and Alps lost exiles caIne, 
Rivers rever:3ecl, their source to claÍln; 
Ganges to Gades, floods of Inen 
Throng-'ll street, and Lric1ge, and foot-Illark'd glen; 
The very desert 8eel11' J to be 
Peopled by Cæsar's dread decree: 
"N uruber the nations who obey, 
Throughout the world, the ROlll::Ul sway I" 


Lo 1 froln their Galilean hOlne 
'Vhere two of Cæst1.r's subjects come! 
Like ten<1er sire and daughter, they 
Hold reverent converse on their way; 
A-foot and sinlply cll1J, yet grace 
Abundant shiues in either :face; 


* Janus-the god of peace amollgst the ancient UOlllans. 
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He, Neli's son, a thoughtful nU111, 
'Vhom every sign speaks artisan; 
She, fairest of all Israel's fair, 
'Vith godlike goodness in her air, 
Conscious of royal David's blood, 
And of her holy n1otherhood, 
Turns to her guide with filial ear, 
'Vell pleased his reverent speech to hear. 
DeCeIllber's breath falls keen and chill 
On Jacob's well f1'oln Ebal's hill; 
The wintry scene looks pale anù dÌ111 
On Sichen1 from ::\Ionn t Gerazim, 
'Vhere, p
cing slowly, f1'Olll the north, 
A lllother near her baby's birth, 
Through scenes SaInarial1, bleak and wild, 
Borne, and not bow'd, by such a child! 
For thou Ephl'ata art to be 
The l\Ian-God's destined nursery! 
For thee alone the star shall rise, 
For thee alone the morning skies 
Shall brighten with the angel's song; 
For thee the angel-aided seers 
By Ader's tower shall cahn their fears, 
And ravish'd by the heavenly strain 
Shall seek their Lord beyond the plain I 
For thee alone the n1agi bring 
Fron1 the far East their offering! 
For thee alone shall Heroù quiver, 
Ephrala! blest be thou for ever! 


Draw we the yeil; this n\ystery 
Is all too bright :for mortal eye; 
How shall it, then, be fitly sung 
In earthly strains, by lllortal tongue! 
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In Leaven above, by His own choir, 
"\Yhere shines the strong Divine desire, 
Can worthily be raised the psahll 
That bail'd on earth the dread I ...\.1\1! 


OIIRISTMAS JIORN. 


I. 
Ur, Christian! hark! the crowing cock 
Proclaims the break of day! 
Up! light the larup, undo the lock, 
And take the well-known way. 
Already through the painted glass 
Streams forth the light of early l\Iass ! 


II. 


Our altar! oh, how fair it shows 
Unto the night-dimm'd eyes! 
Oh! surely yonder leaf that glows, 
'Yas nluck'd in Paradise! 
.L 
'Vithout, it snows; the wind is loud; 
Earth sleeps, wrapp'd in her yearly shroud. 


III. 


Within, the organ's soaring peal, 
The choir's sweet chant, the bens, 
The surging crowd that stands or kneels, 
The glorious errand tells. 
Rejoice! rejoice! ye sons of men, 
For luan nlay hope for heaven again! 


IV. 


'Tis but a step, a threshold cross'd, 
Yet snch a chango we 1ind; 
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'Yithout, the w:lnd'ring ,yorldling toss'd 
By every gust of wind; 
'Yithin, there reigns a holy calm, 
For here abides the dread " I A:\1 " ! 


T Ii E ..11 I D N I G II T JI ASS. 


I. 


',,""HERE the mountains gray and weary, 
'Yatch above the valley pass, 
COlne the frieze-clad upland people, 
To the 
Iidnigh t l\Iass ; 
'Yhere the red strealn rushes hoarsely 
Through the bridge 0' ergrown with grass, 
Come the whispering troops of neighbors, 
To the l\Iidnight l\Iass! 


II. 


No moon ,vall\:s heaven's high hall as mistress, 
No stars pierce the drifting rocks, 
Only wind-gnsts try back, w l1ining 
Like dogs on a. dubious trael
. 
Harl
! there COll1es a startling echo 
Upward through the centra.l arc
l ! 
'Tis the swollen flood that carl'ic.Y, 
Captive off, a raft of larch. 


III. 


Shines a light; it is the Chapel- 
Softly, 'tis the hour of God; 
Poor and 81na11, yet far more lowly 
'Vas the infant Christ's abode; 
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Rude and stony is the pavement, 
Plain and bare the altar-stone; 
Ruder was the crib of Bethlehem 
Over which the east star shone. 


IV. 


Oonfite01
! God of ages, 
l\Iercy's eyerlasting' source! 
I have sinned, oh! do Thou give me 
Strength to steI11 nlY passion's force 
lllea culpa.' Tnea culpa .' 
Saviour of the world and n1e, 
By thy Passion, oh! haye n1ercy, 
Thorn-crown'd of Calvary! 


v. 


Gloria in excels is Deo ! 
Shout the pæan to the sky! 
Eyes of faith, in yon poor stable, 
See disguised Divinity. 
Gloria in excel.
is Deo ! 
Christ, the hope of rnan, is born! 
Shout the anthem! join the angels r 
'Tis our Saviour's natallnorn. · 


VI. 


Praise to God, the Eternal Father, 
'Vho of clay created man! 
Praise to Christ, who trod the wine-press 
Till tIle atonement oyerran! 
Praise to Him, the Holy Spirit, 
Who infunll' d our souls wi th grace! 
Alleluia! 'tis the morning 
Of rec1en1ption for our race! 



RELIGIOUS POEMS. 


THE ROSAR Y. 


I. 
"Bring hither to me my rosary!" 
Cried the lovely Lady Anne, 
As, by the sick bed where he lay, 
For her dear lord she began 
To count her bless'd beads one by one, 
As the hours of hope and life sped on. 


II. 
" Jesus save us 1" cried a knight, 
In the pagan forest lost, 
No star to lend its guardian light, 
No mereing, track, or post. 
" Jesus save us 1" and forth he drew 
The rosary, salvation's clue. 


III. 
Brain sore, and feverish with care, 
In Armagh's cloister deep, 
The schol:}!' knelt all night in prayer; 
Thought woulJ not let hÏ1n sleep, 
Till the problelns, all entangled, he 
Unwound them on his rosary. 


IV. 


'Vben fiercely broke the Atlantic sea 
Around the quivering bark, 
And the scowling crew ,vith mutiny 
!Iade the scowling sky lllore dark; 
Columbus cahnly tells his beads, 
N or mutiny nor ten1pest heeds. 
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v. 
Oh! scorn not, then, the pious poor, 
N or the rosary they tell; 
Ere Faust was born, or men grew proud 
To read by the light of hell, 
In noble and in humble hands 
Beads guided souls to heaven in bands. 


TIlE T.lIREE SISTERS. 


I. 


THERE are three angel sisters 
That haunt the open sea, 
Three loving, life-like sisters, 
Though different they be. 


II. 


One lifts her brow, like morning, 
Above the waters dark, 
And the star that brow adorning 
Laves n1any a beaten bark. 


III. 


One, by her anchor clinging, 
'Valks the waters, like our Lord, 
And the song she still is singing 
The dead to life hath stirr'd. 


IV. 


But of all the angel sisters 
"no haunt the open sea, 
The fondest and the fairest, 
Sweet Saint Charity for 1ne. 
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Her spirit fires the coldest, 
And arms the weakest heart; 
'Vhen death hath seized the boldest, 
The burial is her part. 


VI. 


On a thousand giddy headlands 
Her fleeting robe is seen; 
By a thousand bays her buried 
Calmly rest beneath the green. 


VII. 


She bath no star nor anchor, 
Nor lofty look hath she, 
But of all the angelic sisters, 
Sweet Saint Charity for me ! 


A PRA YER FOR TIlE DEAD. 


I. 
LET us pray for the dead! 
For sister and 1110ther, 
Father and brothel', 
For clansnutn and fosterer, 
And all who have loved us here; 
For pastors, for neighbors, 
At rest from their labors; 
Let us pray for our own beloved dead! 
That their souls may be swiftly spe<l 
Through the valley of purgatorial fire, 
To a heavenly Í"loIl1e by the gate call'd Desire! 
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II. 


I see them cleave the awful air, 
Their dun wings fringed with flame; 
They hear, they hear our helping prayer, 
They call on J esu's name. 


m. 


Let us pray for the dead! 
For our foes who have died, 
l\Iay they be justified! 
For the stranger whose eyes 
Closed on cold, alien skies; 
For the sailorg who perish'd 
By the frail arts they cherish'd; 
Let us pray for the unknown dead! etc. 


IV. 


Father in heayen, to Thee we turn, 
Transfer their debt to us; 
Oh! bid their souls no longer burn 
In nlediate anguish thus. 


v. 


Let us pray for the soldiers' 
On whateyer side slain; 
"\Yhose green bones 011 the plain 
Lay unclaim'd and unfather'd, 
By the vortex wind gather'd; 
Let us pray for the valiant dead! etc. 


VI. 
Oh! pity the so]dier, 
Kind Father in heaven, 
\Yhose body cloth moulder 
"\Yhere his soul fled self-shriven! 
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VII. 
'Ve have pray'd for the de:1d; 
All the faithful departed, 
'Vho to Christ were true-hearted; 
And our prayers shall be heard, 
For so promised the Lord; 
And their spirits shal1 go 
Forth from limbo-like woe- 
And joyfully swift, the justified dead 
Shall feel their unbound pinions sped 
Through the valley of purgn,torial fire, 
To their heavenly hOllle by the gate called Desire. 


VIII. 
By the gate call'd Desire 
In clouds they're ascended;- 
Oh, saints! pray for us, 
N ow your sorrows are ended! 


SOLDIER! 
IAI(E YOUR SJVORD YOUR CROSS! 


I. 
SOLDIER! Inake your sword your cross, 
Borne as the cross should be ; 
So, 1101' fame, nor h011or
s loss, 
Ever can o'ershadow thee! 
'Yho were they, the bravest brave, 
In the early days of faith, 
""'hen Sebastian died to save 
The Church that glorifies his death? 


11. 
The Saints of Bonle, the Saints of Gaul, 
Raùe arIll'd oft o'er tented field, 
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'Vho were l\Iaurice, l\Iartin, all 
The legion of the one-Iock'd shield? 
They, as you, Were bred to war, 
Slept in guarded bivouac; 
'Yhat they were, e'en that you are- 
Follow in their sainted track! 


III. 
!{now that power is from on high, 
Know that duty dwells beside it ; 
1\1an's worst fate is not to die, 
If well prepared and well provided! 
SolJier! luake your sword Jour cross, 
Borne as the cross should be ; 
80, nor fanIe, nor honor's loss, 
Ever can o'ershadow thee! 


THE FIRST COAIJIU
Ar10N. 


WRITTEN FOR A CONVEXT FETE. 


'VERE you bid to the bridal? have you sat at the feast 
Of the life-giving bountiful Lord of the East? 
OIl! glorious the beauty that shone on His brow, 
As the innocent bride Inade her prayer and her vo,v. 


And who was the nU1id, in our olJ cloudy west, 
So sought from afar-so chosen-so blest? 
'Vas her lineage as lofty, as old as His own? 
'Vas she born in the purple and nursed 011 a throne? 


Fair Psyche the gentle, no noble was she, 
N or born of lineage of lofty degree,- 
A tiller of earth was her father, ordained 
To purchase by labor the food that he gained. 
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Lowly born, lowly nursed, amid trial and tears, 
Fair Psyche had passed through her infantile years; 
TInt her heart was her dower, a fa.thoIllless n1Ïlle 
Of the graces and ViI"tues that made her divine. 


There bloolued all the flowers of a maidenly youth-- 
Its lllodesty, purity, piety, truth; 
There breathed all the perfumes that halo the air, 
FrOlll the soul of the saint or the censer of prayer. 


Thus it came that the life-giving Lord froll1 His throne 
Called the daughter of Earth, his belovèc1, His o\vn ; 
Thus gently He drew that sweet heart to his side, 
Anù thus proudly he crowll'd her, a queen and a bride. 


Oh, Psyche belovèd! your path now ll1Ust be 
'Vith our Lady of Pity, whose i111age you see;H2 
'Vith the numberless host of those virgins who died, 
To be as YOU are-of Jesus the bride! 
01 


"ïth Agnes and Lucy and all the dear saints 
That history glories, and poetry paints, 
You shall treaù in their path, and join in their psalm, 
And bear of the same tree, the evergreen palm. 


Remell1ber, oh! Psyche, * the day and the hour 
'Vlen thy I...ord in His grace veiled IIis terrible power- 
'Yhen under the symbols of bread and of wine 
By the lips of His priest, He was offered to thine! 


Renlernber the new robe all spotless and white; 
.A..s pure be thy spirit preserved in His sight! 
Renlember the vow that you breatheù at his feast, 
Happy bride of the bountiful Lord of the East! 


'" Psyche-the soul. 
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STELLA! STELLA! 


I. 
'V HERE shall we turn, if not to ThÐe ! 
Stella! S teUa ! 
Star of the wilderness-waJs of the sea, 
S teUa ! Stella ! 
Hope of the ages that were, and shall be, 
Stella! Stella! 


II. 
'Tis "Tit on the earth, and 'tis writ 011 the ,vave, 
Stella! Stella! 
That thou, glorious star, art mighty to save, 
Stella! Stella! 
From sin, and from death, and a watery grave, 
Stella ! Stella ! 


III. 
Darkness and tempest lie crouch'd in our way, 
Stella ! Stella! 
Yield us not up to the lllonsters a prey, 
Stella ! Stella! 
Shine! and all danger will up and away, 
Stella ! Stella ! 


SUNDAY IIY1I.Z'{ AT SEA. 


I. 
GUIDE thou our ship, .A..lmighty Power! 
Dread Lord of sea and land! 
And 1l1ake us feel, at every hour, 
The hehn is in thy hand; 
For they alone, by land or sea, 
Are guiùed ,vell, ,yho trust to Thee! 



RELIG IO US POEJIS. 


II. 
The abyss nlay yearn beneath our path, 
The angry waves may rise, 
The winds rush headlong in their wrath, 
Out of their lowering skies, 
But well we know 
hey all obey 
The Lord, the Guardian of our way. 


III. 
'Yhen darkness covers all the deep, 
And every star is set, 
Serenely we may sink to sleep, 
For Thou. art wakeful Jet. 
How thankful, Lord! we ought to be ! 
Teach us how thankful-here at sea! 


I 1VILL GO TO THE ALTA.R OF GOD. 


SUGGESTED BY THE ENTRANCE TO THE HOLY MASS. 


I. 
I
 the night-time I groan'd on my bed, 
I felt, 0 Iny Father! thy rod; 
I felt all thy beauty and truth ; 
In the morning I rose and I said, 
"I will go to the altar of God- 
To God, who rejoiceth nlY )Touth." 


II. 
I arose, n.nd knelt under the sign 
Of Him who the wine-press hath trod, 
'Yhere it shone like a ruby, in sooth; 
And nlY sonl drank the holocaust wine, 
As I knelt at the altar of God- 
"Of God \,,10 rcjoiceth IllY Jouth." 
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III. 


Despair not, 0 sorrowing fri
nd! 
Down, down on the stone or the sod; 
To our Father, alllTIercy and truth, 
Cry aloud, "I repent! I amend! 
I will go to the altar of God- 
To God, who rejoiceth my youth." 


TIlE PEARL OF GREAT PRICE. 


I. 


TIlE richest diamond lTIortal man 
Has ever sought, or ever found, 
Lies coyer'd up by scarce a span 
Of daily trodden, common ground. 


II. 


Not far to seek, nor hard to find, 
Oh, jewel of the earth and sky! 
,y orth all for which the caliphs n1Ïned, 
'V orth all for which men delve anù die I 


III. 


A tear by Jesus shed, congealed, 
'Yere not lTIOre pure than this poor stone, 
That thirty years He bore concealed 
On earth, at first, the only one. 


IV. 


He taught his twelve to cast the net, 
He taught them to believe and trust; 
He show'J then1 where this pearl was set, 
Its setting coycr'd up with dust. 
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v. 
Each gave a jewel unto each, 
And each could find out one for all ; 
Ever within the wretch's reach, 
Ever within the poor man's call. 


....T 

 .L. 


It bound the risen Saviour's robe; 
And when above l\IOHllt Olivet, 
He vanish'd in his own aboJe, 
The lustre earthward pointed yet. 


VII. 


It shone a laIllp in many a cave 
Beside the Jordan and the Nile; 
It lightened many a stornlY wave, 
And brighten'd many a holy i
lE'. 


VIII. 


It buruèd red on Godfrey's breast, 
'Vhat time 
Iahound was trampleù down. 
And when in Salenl he had rest, 
It graced hÍ111 better than his crown. 


IX. 


Its worth is in the wearer's will 
A t.housand or ten thousand fold; 
As men Inay use it, good or ill, 
It fades to dross, or turns to gold. 


x. 


,y ould yon then kno,v the jewel's name, 
Or where this diaIllonù mine nlay be? 
Never 'twas sought but that it C3.111e- 
The jewel is HU?tIILITY ! 
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LINES 


DEDICATED TO THE MEMORY OF A BELOVED MOTHER 
A
D TWO DEAR SISTERS. * 


THE sunbeam falls bright on the emerald tomb, 
And the flow'rets spring gay fron1 the cold bed of death, 
'Yhich incloses within it-oh! earth's saddest doonl I-- 
Perfections too pure for the tenants of earth. 


How hallow'd the spot where she rests in the shadé, 
A parent unequall'd for virtue and loye, 
'Yhere the mould'ring reIl1ains of two sisters are laid, 
"\VThose spirits are radiant in glory above! 


Sweet spirits, who dwell in the home of the Holy, 
Farewell I a survivor nlust bid you adieu; 
Yet lives with the hope once again to behold you, 
By following the virtues once practiced by you! 


BOYHOOD'S DREAJIS. 


I LOVE the earth, the sea, the air, 
A faithful friend and a lady fttir; 
A cottage half-hid in evergreens, 
'Vith a dozen of babies behind the screens, 
Looking out with their arch blue eyes. 


I love to roanl o'er heath and hin, 
Down the dark glen and over the rill, 
'" \Yritten in lSn, in the author's sixtecnth J car. 
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To cool IllY brow with the mountain gale, 
Anù drink nlY own health in Ad
un's ale, 
'N eath the radiant morning skies. 


I love to muse on the rocky steep, 
"nere the old abbey flings its shade o'er the deep, 
To watch the bright sail on the sunlit wave, 
Like the spirit-land bearning behind the grave, 
Afar, from earth that lies. 


I love the lovely land of the ,vest, 
'Vhere nlY sires and their sorrows cahnly rest; 
An idol her story hath been to me, 
And I love her the more that she is not free, 
For she shall and l11uSt arise! 


BO:3TON, August I?, 1842. 


TO TV E _X
 FOR D I..tv T II E D IS T 
1 .J..V C E. 


WRITTE
 ox BOARD THE SHIP" LEO," o
 THE AUTHOR'S FIRST 
VOYAGE TO A::\IERICA, I
 HIS SEVE:STEEXTII YEAR. 


OH, city! o'er the still and silent sea, 
Farewell! my heart is overrun with sorrow, 
I aln not what I woulù be, gay and free, 
Farewell! the ocean is my home to-morrow! 
Friend of Iny early days, my happiest hours, 
No more among the rocky wilds we'Il stray, 
Or in the sunny meadows cull the flow'rs, 
Or while 'with wondrous tales, the time away; 
'Yith riper years COlne care and sorrow's sense, 
Yet 111cet we 11lay again, please Provi<1ence ! 


APRIL R, lS.12. 
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OANTICLE OF THE IRISH CHRISTIA.N. 


o
 BOARD THE "LEO," MAY, 184:]. 


I. 
LORD GOD of our progenitors, 
The 111ighty and the just, 
Of sages, chiefs, and senators, 
N ow mingled with the dust; 
'Vho through the night of ages 
For thee have wept in chains, 
Upon 'whose hist'ry's pages 
Thy foes have scatter'd stains! 


II. 


Oh, by the love yon bore them, 
Look on their suffering sons; 
Ca.st Thy soft shadows o'er them, 
Guard wen their little ones! 
Once Thou didst plant Thy fountains 
Of llwrcy and of grace, 
1\Iid Erin's holy 11l0Un tains, 
And love her loyal race. 


III. 


'''''ho rear'd these sacred ruins? 
'Yho strew'ù theln o'er the land? 
Thy wif1c ones and Thy true ones, 
'Yho felt Thy guiding hand. 
Lord, by Thy love her childrpn 
Have rear'J Thy Cross afar, 
ThIid rude ana untaught wilL! men, 
'Yho worshipp'd godless war! 
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IV. 


Jehovah! look with kindness 
Frolll Thy empyrean bowers; 
Renlove their selfish blindness, 
Prince of ten thousand powers 1 
Lord! ill thy glorious mercy, 
Oh, let this ordeal cease; 
Confound the fierce oppressor, 
Lord God of praise and peace! 


LINES TO THE PETREL. 


HERALD of the storn1Y breezes, 
'Yhere dost thou find thy place of rest, 
'Vhen billo,,
s rage, and each blast freezes 
Around thy wild, wild ocean nest? 
'Vhen night hath drawn bel' robe of sables 
O'er the land, and o'er the billow, 
'Vhat guiding hand 'tis which enables 
Thee to attain thy secret pillow? 
The hand which nUlc1e ten thousand creatureG 
To fill the earth, the sky, the air, 
Has given them spheres of life and natures 
'Y1Úch in that life see nought of care. ' 
Ours is a life of stOrIl1Y change, 
Yet wanting change, a weary ,vaste ; 
Boundless your hOlne, as ocean's range, 
It boasts a life of flight and feast. 
Ye view the proudest works of man, 
T
rn by the fierce tornado
s roar, 
Yet cahnly the wild scenes ye scan, 
Safe lodged on some lake's woody shore. 
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But, mortal 1 ,...,-hen the storm runs high, 
Can your frail bark withstand its wrath? 
Can you behold the sea alld sky, 
And brave the lightning in its path? 
Can you, prince of created things! 
'Yithstand for aye, great Nature's power, 
SkÏ1n o'er the wave on buoyant wings, 
Or call your own one little hour? 


APRIL 23, 18-12, on board the Leo. 


SEA SONG. 


" on, PILOT, 'TIS A FEARFUL :KIGHT I" 


I. 
" On! Pilot, 'tis a fearful night, 
There's horror in the sky, 
And o'er the wave-crests, sparkling white, 
The troubled petrels cry!" 
The hardy tar stood by the wheel, 
And answer'Ll not a wor<1, 
But well I knew his heart could feel 
Each sound his ear had heard. 


II. 
I saw the sea-boy far aloft, 
Rock' <1 on the top-sail yard, 
Yet, youthful as he was, and soft, 
He ,vrought, and little C:1retl 
If waves ran high that fearful night, 
If eastern telllpests roar, 
1\01' reck'<1, nor drearll'J., that way"
Yara wight 
Of frien<1s left on the shore 1 
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ITI. 
I turn'd again-the pilot stood 
Still silen t at the wheel, 
A billow Slllote the corvette good 
And threw her on her keel; 
The pilot's lnallly ann shook, 
His eye was big and wild, 
SaIne prayer his troubled spirit spoke 
For distant wife or child. 


IV. 
" Oh! pilot, 'tis a fearful night! 
There's horror in the sky, 
And o'er the wave-crests, foaming white, 
The troubled petrels fly !" 
The hartIy tar stood by the wheel, 
And answer'd 110t a word; 
Full well I kne,v his heart could feel 
Each sound. his ear had heard. 


ÅT SEA, llIay 2, 1842 


SONG, 


SUPPOSED TO BE SUNG BY OXE OF THE SEA:UE
 DURING 
A STORMY NIGHT. 


OR, launch the life-boat out, n1Y boys, 
Oh! launch the life-boat out! 
The raging ,vaves are breaking, boys, 
The coral reef about! 


The pride of India's golden streaIl1S 
Lies scatter'd on the shore, 
And fiercely though the sea-bird screalns, 
It wakes the brave no Inore! 
Then launch, etc. 
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One tatter'd spar above the bark, 
Still brayes the furious gale, 
And in the lightl1ing-sp
l1g1ed dark, 
One bleach'd and tat.tel"d sail! 
Then launch, etc. 


The pale, horn'd nloon withdraws her light, 
The tenlpests louder roar, 
Their wrath has slain not few to-night 
'Vho ne'er shall brave it Illore ! 
Then launch, etc. 


ON BOARD TIlE "LEO,'
 April 14, 1812. 


TO IRELAND. 


LAND of ItlY fathers! I could weep 
Thy sorrows e'en as they ,vere mine, 
Did not a fiercer passion creep, 
Into Iny thoughts of thee and thine, 
To feel earth's basest should so long 
Sit throned amid thy pauper throng! 


Cannot the past beget S0111e hope? 
Doth not its fire your bOS0111S warm? 
Look back; what foe feared they to cope? 
Clontarf, Benbnrb, bealll'd through the storm, 
As suns obscured by clouùs of years, 
Their victors little dreanlec1 of fears! 


Go! seek Arnulgh's all-hallow'd pile, 
The tomb of Brian crnnl bles there; 
Seek Tara's Hall, Iona's islc, 
And ask eve's Rhadows how and where 
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Tbe men wbo lnade those spots sublime 
'Vere nursed-,,-hat was their native clinle! 


l\Iust the grave yawn to answer them, 
" They were of Erin's sons the best ?" 
Do not your Inelnories, Irishmen, 
Give answer to the bunlbling quest? 
YeR, yes! such 'were her sons of yore, 
And shalI she see such SOllS 110 rnore? 


'Vhy boast ye of your olden plains, 
"\Yhere triumph'd the ::\lilesians' 1l1ight ? 
Are Saxons kindlier than Danes? 
l\Iore brave than Romans in your sight? 
Or discord-which hath gorged its fill- 
Say, does the dmnon baunt ye stilI ? 


'-rill none arise "with sword or cross, 
To drive the fiend fron1 out your land, 
'Yhere, fattening on the traitor's corpse, 
He S01VS defeat with tireless hand 'I 
Still must thy soil bring wretches forth, 
To suck blood from their parent eartb ? 


Down with the altars faction-reared! 
Blot out the class-badge of a hue; 
Still let the shalnrock be revered, 
And drink love from its morning dew! 
So may Old Ireland bear once more 
Such children as she reared of yore! 


Each heart is yet a fitting shrine 
For household gods to harbor in; 
An essence dearer far than wine; 
An angel's voice forewarning sin, 
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Is not n10re true than the love which dwells 
In an Irish heart's ten hundred cells. 


There is not one wbo roams the land, 
From }{enbaan's cliffs unto the Lee, 
But owns a valiant heart and hand, 
A spirit panting to be free; 
And by our sainted fathers' graves, 
They shall no longer live like slaves! 


Thus from the founders of their kind, 
Courage and truth descend to them; 
And who in majesty of mind, 
Outsoars the sons of those ancient men? 
l\ly native land, rejoice! once 1nore 
Thy sons shall be as their sires of yore! 


LINES 



DDRESSED TO MR. A. MCEVOY, OF DOSTO
, OXE OF THE AUTHOR'S 
FIRST FRIE
DS I
 A)'IERICA. 


EACH morn that dawns, each closing hour of day, 
I'll teach my soul for thee and thine to pray, 
That thy kind, generous heart nlay pass through life 
Unvex'd by care, unknowing woe or strife; 
That thou ll1ay'st know that peace, best boon of Heav'n, 
Unto the righteous mall in nlercy given; 
That o'er the setting of thy lllortal sun 
The angel choirs 111ay join in orison; 
And thou, by thenl, be thron'd alnongst the good- 
So prays an Irish heart in friendship's n100<.1! 
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BOlte OF THE A]fERIOAN REPEALERS. 


OR! Erin dear, our fatherland, 
Across the Atlantic's million waves, 
'Ve bless thee for thy noble stand, 
And ,vould be sponsors to t
lY slaves; 
For never doubt, the nlighty shout 
They raised on Tara's hallow'd hill, 
Has reach'ù the exile far away, 
And lives in hearts Hibernian still. 


Born on thy soil, ,ve'ye read thy story, 
And burn to see thy wrongs arighted; 
Strip! strip the Saxon's tinsel glory, 
And let thy triumph-torch be lighted! 
Though rranlworth's knave, * and "\Yellesley--plave 
Of gilt and gold-nlay taunt you, 
Yet whilst Cohunbia stands your friend, 
Ne'er let such dast.ards daunt you. 


Though darkness o'er thy cause should come, 
And fearful friends in terror cower, 
And Britain beat her brigand drunl, 
To waste thy lands in vengeful power; 
Let tyrants rant and traitors cant, 
And craven foes belie thee; 
For know thy stout Colulllbian band 
Scorn all that may defy thee! 


SEPTE1U3EU 23, 1843. 


* Sir Rubert Peel. It will be remembered that this is a boyish effusion, the 
author being little over 11 when it was written. 
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TREES. 


I. 


How glorious are the works of God! 
How speak they un to luau, 
'Yhose spirit sleeps not in the clod 
Flung round it for a span! 
The nlorning sky, the gentle breeze, 
A sea becalm'd by night, 
Are glorious things-but tall green trees 
.Are lovelier in my sight. 


II. 


E'en in their wintry skeletons, 
The winds that struggle low, 
'Viti bring to us, earth's transient sons, 
A voice from ,vhere we go. 
'Twas thus at nlidnight's solemn hour, 
I loyed to talk with them, 
To glean a knowledge and a power 
Unknown to sensual nlen. 


III. 


It has been thus in every time, 
'Yith nlen of every land; 
They've been to pagan priest a shrine 
'Vith richest incense fann'd. 
Oh! if such rites our pity claim, 
The BrahnlÏn's sure is first, 
'Yho worships in his fig-tree fane 
The Power bis temple nurst. 
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IV. 
To England's king one shelter gave, 
'Yhen sorely press
d by Brunswick's spies, 
And one was Rufus 'Villiam's grave, 
Though not as felons die, he dies. 
All lands have theirs: from Naples'shore 
To Erin's oak-more dear to llle 
Than all the trees earth ever bore, 
Save tWO-SALVATION'S-FREEDOl'.I'S TREE! 


v. 
"\Vhat is the poet's hapless life, 
If reft of one, his high reward? 
The lover's truth, the soldier's strife, 
Claim kindred elllblelns to the bard. 
Ob, may tbis land for n1any a day 
Bear sons such diaden1S to claÍlll ; 
l\lay Laurel, l\IyrtIe, Olive, Bay, 
L()ng bloolll around the freeman's fame! 


VI. 
Yet dearer far to Christian hearts 
The trees of old 111USt be ! 
'Vhat boon to earth the wooù Ünparts, 
Upraised on Calvary! 
The trees of Eden once ,vere fair ; 
One caus9d all after tÜlle to weep, 
Even while the saving voice of prayer 
Through kindred shadows creep. 


VI. 
Our father Abraln, too, hath seen 
The heavenly n1Ïnisters of grace, 
Eeneath the spreading evergreen, 
And wisdon1 heard, lost to this race; 
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Then from their everlasting homes 
They Cal11e upon the evening breeze, 
They sought not Canaan's lordly domes, 
But holy Hebron's terebiuth trees. 


:hLu 13, 18,13. 


LI.LVES 


SACRED TO THE ::liE1IORY OF JOHN DANnI. 


Go preach to those who have no souls-who would not shed 
a tear 
O'er beauty's blight or patriot's worth, or virtue 011 the bier; 
Far from the land that bore us, oft diJ. he restore 
The memory of our earlier days, our country's nlatchless 
lore! 


Though Lever's power can raîse our thoughts fronl Despond's 
deepest slough, * 
And Lover's rare and sparkling wit may kindle pleasure's 
glow, 
'
Iid our :l\Iorgans and our Eclgeworths, our novelists and 
barùs, 
No wreath nlore bright than that which fame to Banim's 
ill use a wards. 


'Yho hath not paused with burning brow o'er his imnlortal 
story 
Of Sarsfield, and his Irish hearts, in Limerick's list of glory; 
Or sorrowed with the Aged Priest, or l\Ic
 ary's lovely 
daughter, 
Or felt the power that genius sheds o'er Boyne's historic 
water? 


'" The Slough of Despond in the Pilgrim's Progress. 
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Scarce had he to the world given the ancient pastor's worth, 
'Vhell he whose pen could paint the soul, "
as torn away frorll 
earth; 
And rnany a calnl declining eve, upon his tombless grave, 
Shall hilkenllY's daughters strew their flowers and sing a 
requiem stave. 
SEPTE11BER 10, 1842. 


LINES 


WRITTEN ON THE FLY-LEAF OF A COpy OF "THE SPIRIT 


" 
OF THE NATION. 


SHALL Ireland rise o'er chain and woes, 
And her deep degradation, 
To trmnple on her ancient foes 
And 'write her name-a nation? 


Yes! she shall rise and be once more, 
A glory in the ocean, 
And be, as she has been before, 
The land of our devotion! 


Our love, it is no weathercock, 
It knows no change of season, 
Through joy and woe, in calm or shock, 
'Ye give her heart and reaSOIl. 
NEW HAVEN, July 9, 1850. 



 (y 
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NOTES. 


Page 67, (1). " IIail to the Land." 
The lOvin-the lightning; the levin-bolt-the thunder. 


Page 75, (2). "The Dost and /âs son." 
Dost "Mahommed and Akbar Kha.!l, the leaders of the Afghan 'Var of 
Independence, in 1842 anù '43. 


Page 93, (3). "Ode to an Emigrant Ship." 
The ship that brought out the author's wife and child, as indicated in 
the fifth stanza. 


Page 04, (4). I; Old K.insale dons its baraid gray." 
TIle bJraid was the loose hanging cap worn by the ancient Irish. 


Page 125, (5). " IIome Sonnet.
." 
"'\Vhen England's chivalry, sore wounùed, fled 
Before the stormy charge O'Brien led." 
At Fontenoy, July 2, 174.
. 


Page 123, (6). "Mother of soldiers! France was proud to see 
Your shamrock, then, twined with her fleur de lis." 
"Then the Irish Brigade were quitting the service of France, in 1702, thl' 
King's brother presented them with a banner, on which the shamrock was 
entwined with the jleur de lis. The motto was: "IG02-1702-SenTer et 
ubiqzæ fidelis." 


Page 12:), (7). I I TIle 
Ioors in Oran's trench hy them were slain." 
At the siege of Oran, in 1732, the Irish under General Lacy drove the 
l\Toors from the trenches, obliged them to raise the siegc, and rclievcd the 
Hpani:;h garrison. 


Page 12:), (8). "Carh'ry's, Tyreonnell's, Breffny's exile.llords, 
To Spain and glory gave their gallant swords." 
The O'Sul1h'ans, O'DonnclJs, and O'neilJy
 Wf're particularly distin- 
guished in the Spanish service, by sea and land. 
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Page 126, (9). "And fallen Limerick gave the chiefs to lead 
The hosts who triumph'd o' er the famous Swede." 
1\lrrrsbal Lacy drmed Peter the Great's first army. It was by his orders 
the B.ussians reserycd their fire at Pultowa until the Swedes were close on 
them-a device which is saiù to have turned the battIe. 


Page 126, (10). " And how the ruling- skill that led them on 
To conquer, was supplied by your own son. " 
General Brown, of whom it was observed that" whether he endeavored 
to take or liberate a king, he was equally successfu1." AZgarotti's Letters, 
}Jage 21. 


Page 140, (II). " The Stone of Empire." 
The Lia Fail, still, according to Dr. Petrie, to be seen at Tara. 


Page 141, (12). " The Iccian wave." 
The old Irish name for the Irish Sea, or Channe1. 


Page 172, (13). "Jlileadh-Erpo[Jlle." 
l\Iilesius the Spaniard, the leader and patriarch of the Scythio-Spanish 
colony, from whom the greatcr proportion of the present population of 
Ireland is descended. 


Page 174, (14). " Amer[Jin's Antllem on Discovering Inni.ýail." 
Amergin, one of the three 
ons of :Milesius, was the poet-seer of the 
emigratiun. Innisfail-the Isle of Destiny-was one of the ancient names 
of Irelanù. 


Page 176, (15). "Their ocean-god was ::\làn-à-nân :\IcLir." 
:i\làn-â.-nàn was the God of \Vaters, the Xeptune of the ancient Irish. 
He was called l\Iac Lir, that is, Son of the Sea. The disposal of good or 
barl weather was said to be allotted to him, conjointly with the God of the 
'Vinds, and for this c
use he was won;;hipped by mariners. 


Page 176, (IG). "Cromah, their day-god and their thundcrer." 
Crom, or Crom-eacha, was the name given by the ancient and pagan 
Irish to their Fire-God, the sun-the dispenser of vital heat, and the author 
of fecundity and prosperity. He was their Deus Optimus l\Iaximus, from 
whom all other deities descended. The name i
 dcri\"cd from the E
yptian 
word Chrom-Ignis, fire-which was the only risiUe object of de,rot
on 
permitted, and that only as the symbol of the Supreme. Consistently, 
however, with this "iew, they deified also the powers of Nature. The 
Irish Croll1-Cruith
God th
 Creator-was the same as that adored Ly 
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Zoroaster and the Persians for more than five hundred years l)efore Christ. 
Cruith is a derh-atÏ\-e from Cruitham-to form, to create-and hence the 
present Irbh Cruithior-the Crcator. 


Page liG, (17). "Bride was their qucen of song." 
BrÏllh, or Bride, was the daughter of the Fire-God, and was Godde!'s of 
'Visdom and Song. Her blessing was esteemed the riche
t and most yalued 
gift which man could receive from above; she therefore became the god- 
dess of philosopher::; and poets. 


Page 1 i8, (18). " The GoMan San-." 
In Pf:trie's "TI.oulld Towers" there is a short account of the" Gobhan 
Sac1'," their builder. He is there f:upposed to haye lived in the first Chris- 
tian age of Ireland-the sixth eenturr; hut his birth, life, and death are 
invo1\-ed in grea.t ubscurity and many legends. He is, perhaps, after Finn 
and St. Patrick, the most popular per::;onage in the ancient period of IriHh 
hitstory. 


Page 180, (19). " S
izing on -:\lona for his' kitchen-garden.' " 
.JlIhn Hely Hutchinson-Lord Donoughmore-of whom Pitt said, :& if he 
had got the three kingdoms for an estate, he would still a::;k the Isle of 
:Man for a kitchen-garden." 


Page 181, e 20 ). n Scots of Ireland." 
For many centuries Ireland was called Scotia, and even down to the 
fourteenth century it was used in Latinity as Colum ùia is used synonymously 
with America. The Irish settlers in 
\rg:yle l)rought the name of their 
mother-land with them, and now Caledonia alone h; called Scotia. 


Page 182, (21). " TIle trapper, by the mountain rill." 
Ireland was the" Out \V cst" of Europe until .America began to be peo. 
pled. So la.te as two centuries ago, she supplied furs and timber to the 
l\lediterranean ports. 


Page 18
, (22). " Unto great Crom, the god of day." 
Crom was the Jupiter or "thullderer" of our pagan ancestors. 


Page 183, (23). " Their ' Paradise of Yon th' was laid." 
Thie1'lltL na Oge, the lanll of Ever1nsting Youth, in Celtic mythology, wa.s 
placed unùer the 
\tlantic. 


rage 184, (24). " The Shepherd-Saint I dimly sec." 
The bil th-place of St. Patrick is a mooted point in Irish history. We 
incline to the belief that he was born of French parents, in the Roman 
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colony of Valentinian, on the Clyùe, near the present Kirkpatrick. He 
was made captive by Kial ., of the Hostages," upon an expedition against 
the Romans in North Dritain, and fell to the lot of one :\Iilcho, whose 
flocks he was sent to watch, among the romantic hizhlands of Antrim. 


Page 183, (25). " Lo! there the Pontiff, Cele
tine, 
Ordains the Apo::;tle of our race." 
Pope Celestine, A.D. 4
5, appointed 
t. Patrick to the mission of Ireland, 
By this pontiff he was called l'a.trieius, which meall
 noble. 


Page 183, (2G). "But, ruùely bpurn'd from l\lilcho's door." 
Rt. Patrick, after his return from ROllle, fin;t attempted to make converts 
in his old abiding-place, but failing there, went boldly to Tara, where he 
succeeded most miraculously. Princes, chief::;, Druiùs, and people, in that 
neighborhood, were converted in multitudes. 


Page 18ï I (27). "St. Patrick's Dream." 
Patrick, escaped from his long captivity, restored to his parents, happy 
in their love, longs to return as a missionary to the people among whom 
he had lived as a slave. " I saw in the visions of the night," he saiù-- 
and this passage, from a very authentic period of antiquity, strongly sup- 
ports the claim of the Irish to an early knowledge of the art of writing- 
"a person coming from Ireland with innumerable letters, and he ga,'e me 
one of them, and I read in the beginning of the letter, 'The voice of the 
people of Ireland ;' and I thought at that very moment that I heard the 
vuice of those who were near the wood of Focluth, which is adjoining to 
the \Vestern Sea, and they cried out thus, as it were, with one voice, '\Ve 
entreat thee, holy youth, to come and walk still among u
 ;' and I was 
very much pricked to the heart, and could read no fnrther, and 80 I awoke. 
FJ'hanks be to God the Lord, who, after very many years, hath granted to 
them according to their cry." -Ferguson's Ireland bçfore the Conquest, p. 134. 


Page 195, (28). "The Legend if OJ'oagh Patrick." 
The legend from which the version in the text is almost literally taken, 
is given in l\lessingham's " Florilegium," and Colgan's " Acta Sanctorum," 
VoL 1. For some vulgar mis-tradition of this unquestionably ancient legend, 
we probably o
'e the story of the banishment of the venomous animals 
from Croagh Patrick and Ireland. 


Page 100, (29). " St. Brendan and the Strife-Sozcfr." 
St. Brendan relatec1 that, sailing one nigl1t on the great ocean, there 
came to him the soul of one (who had heen an angry nionk, and a sower 
of f'trife among his brethren) supplicating his prayers, etc.-See Usher' 8 
Religion of the Andcnt lri.
h, p. 
O, ed. 168ß. 
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Page 201, (30). "The Voyage of Enwn Oge." 
The legend of Hy-Brasil is one of the best known of our r..ational tradi- 
tions. It is an bland which used once every seventh year to emerge from 
the depths of the ocean, far to the west of Arran, and like a very Eden in 
its beauty; and, like Eden too, shut against the race of man. ::\lany yoy- 
ages were undertaken by the aùventurous anù the ,i"iollary in search of 
thi.; faule-Ianù, with what success is related in 0' Flaherty's" 'Vest <'::on- 
naught," and other old books, English as well as Irish. 


Page 201, (31). "Eman age." 


Young Edward. 


Page 202, (32). "Lir of Ocean." 
Lir was the Neptune of the Celts, and father of several sea-spirits of in- 
ferior order. 


Page 203, (33). "Tlw nrisdom-Sellers before ChaTlenwgne." 
'Vhen the illustrious Charles began to reign alone in the western parts 
of the world, and literature was everwhere almost forgotten, it happened 
that two Scots of Ireland came over with some British merchants to the 
coast of France-men incomparably skilled in human learning and in the 
Holy Scriptures. As they produced no merchandise for sale, they used to 
cry out to the crowds that flocked to purchase, "If anyone is desirous of 
wisdom, let him come to us and receive it. for we ha,.e it to selL" Their 
re:1,son for saying that they had it for sale was that, perceiving the people 
inclined to deal in saleable articles, and not to take anything gratuitously, 
they might rouse them to the acquisition of knowledge, as well as of ob- 
jects î(\r" hich they should give value; or, as the sequel showed, that by 
speaking in that manner they might excite their wonder and astonishment. 
They repeated this declaration so often, that an account of them was con- 
veyed, either by their admirers or by those who thought them insane, to 
King Charles, who, be
ng a lover and very ùe!'irous of, ,,,is<10111, had them 
conducted with aU expedition before him, amI a
ked them if they truly 
poss

;:sed \\"i
dom, as had been reported to him. They answered that they 
did, anll were ready, in the name of the Lord. to communkate it to such 
as wonld 
eek for it worthily. On his inquiring- of them what compen
a- 
ti,Jll they would expect fnr it, they replied that they required nothing 
1110re than conycnient situations. ingenious mind
, and, as bein
 in a 
forei
n country, to be supplied with" tìlo 1 aUll raimPllt." This aCl;ollnt 
wa
 aùùreHsell to King Charles the Fat. g-rawl;-;oll of Clmrlelllagne. between 
the year:' 88-1 anI! 888. It was \\ ritten l,y the :\Iouk of Rt. Gall -hy some 
called )Ionachus Sangalleush5-whom Goldastres and U::;her suppose to 
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have been Notker BaJùulus " the celehrated." But 1\Iabillon and Murn- 
tori simply style him the :i\Ionk of St. Gal1.-JIÚratori's Analia d' Italia, year 
781.-Lanigan's Ecclesiastical IIistory of Ireland, Y 01. III., p. 209. 


Page 
11, (34). "Lady Gormley." 
The L'tdy Gormley of the ballad was the daughter of Flann Sinna, and 
lmd becn married successively to Cormac, King of Munster; to Carroll, 
King of Leillster, and to Nial Glunduff, )Ionarch of Ireland. Several 
poems of considerable merit are attributed to this lady, some of which are 
still extant. It is probable she was dÍ\'orced from Carroll, and was only 
betrothed to Cormac of .l\Ium;tcr. She died, after a miserable old age, in 
which she wandered friendless from place to place, A.D. 94ß.-Annals Fow' 
_
Iasters, Vol. II., p. 573. 


Page 
14, (3[j). "IIvw St. IÚernan Prot.ected Olonmacnoise." 
The reader will fiml tllÏð It'gend in the "Four Masters," somewhere, if I 
remember right. in the fifteenth century. Not having the work at hand :\t 
the moment, I am unable to give the entry, which is an exceedingly 
curious one. 


Page 21 g, (36). " lona." 
'\Ve were now treading that illustrious island, which was once the lumin- 
aryof the Caledonian regions, whence sn,yage clans and roving barbarians 
dcrÏ\'ed the benefits of knowledge and the blessings of religion. To abstract 
tIlt' mind from all local emution would be impoðsible, if it were en(leavored, 
and would be foulish if it were pm-sible. '\Vhatever withdraws us frum the 
power of our senses, whatever makes the past, the distant, or the future 
predominate o"e1' the present, advances us in the dignity of human beings. 
Far from me and from my friends be such frigid philosophy, as may cvn. 
duet us, ind.ifferont and unmoved, over any ground which has been digni- 
fied by wi
dom, ùravery, or virtue. The man is little to be envied whose 
patriotism would not gain force on the plains of .:\Iarathon, or whose piet.y 
would not grow warmer among the ruins of Iona.-Jolmson's Jou7'1Iey to the 
IIcbrides, V u1. YII., p. 383. 


Page 2
1, (37). " St. Oolumba to his Iri31
 Dove." 
This is a very ancient legend of the great founder of lona, and very 
clw.racteristic of hi::; exal ted patriotism and l<.wing tenderness fur all creat. 
nrC8, in which he was an antitype of the seraphic St. Francis. 


Page 


, (38). "Bright brooch on Erin's breast you are." 
It i
 said thaC\Iaclw, the queen, traced out the site of the royal rath of 
Emania, near Annagh, with the pin of her golden brooch. See ::\lrs. Fer 
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g-nson'lS Ireland before the Conquest, for this and other interesting Celtic 
legenùs. 


Page 

2, (39). "In shelter'd vale, on cloudy ben." 
Ben is the Gaelic word for monntain, as Ben Nevis, Den Lomond, etc., 
in the Scottish highlands, whose inhabitants are of the pure Gaelic stock. 


Page 2
3, (40). " Cathal's J?areu'ell to the Rye." 
Cathal Crov-derg (the red-handed) O'Connor, being bani
IIed in hi:s in- 
fancy from Connaught, was found in exile in Leinster by the llolls<.:aire 
(me
senger or herald), who hrought'him the news of his father, Tllrlough's 
death, and his own election. The Bollscaire found him reaping rye ill a 
field with clowns. On hearing the news, Cathal cast the sickle on the 
ridge, saying: "Farewell, sickle, now for the sword!" To tÌ1i
 day, 
" Cat hal's farewell to the Rye" has been a proverb among the Sil-l\Iurray 
whenever they wantl'll to express a final farewell. See O'Donontn's 
Annals oj the FOllr Jlasters, Vol. 1., note, p. 
12. 


Page 223, (41). " The Death of Donnelll1Iol'e.
' 
Donnell More O'Brien was one of the most illustrious princes of that 
royal line. He is supposed to have been the munificent founder of Holy 
Cross Ahhey, county Tipperary, one of the best endowed and Illo:-;t beauti- 
ful of the great monastic houses of Irelan(l. In Hayes' Ballads of Ire- 
land may he seen a noble poem on Holy Cros:; Abb(T, by B. Simmons, 
in which alllU
ion i::nnadc to " King Donogh (Donndl) the TIed" as founder 
of the abbey, It is a sad loss that only fragments of thi:-; nob1e hi
torical 
poem on "The Death of Donnell :\Iore" cOllI<l be found among the author's 

[S. remains. 


Page 2
8, (42). " The Cam'ne of Donnell .JIore." 
Only an Irish poet, and an Irish poet of the highest orner, could have 
written this poem, simple as it seems. Unfortunately, we have only a 
part of it, but enough to show that the author was truly and indeed the 
Bard of the Gael, as he has been fityled. 


Page 2
a, (43). " As to the harp the Gds." 
One of the Irish chids is lamented in the Four .lIasters as leaving his 
Kinel Connell" a harp without the Ceis, a f'hip without a pilot, or a field 
without shelter." 


Pa
e 2
!), (44). ,,
t L('[Jend of the Isle of Lewis." 
One of the fir:;t evallgeliz(.rs of the 'Vestern Islands is known in Gaelic 
story as ., St. Cormac, the Navigator." He "as among the first mission- 
aries tient uut from lana. 
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Page 231, (4.3). "St. Colum!Janus in Ital!! to St. Comgall in Ireland." 
St. Columbanus, the Paul of the Apostolic age of the Irish Church, 
f>reached the Gospel in Burgundy, and other provinces of France, in the 
æig-ns of the :i\lerovingian king-s, and in Lombanlyagainst the Arians. He 
was an accomplished gTammarian (which term then included an book-lore) 
and a good poet. Goldastus and U:sher have prescn-ed som
 of hiR epÜ;- 
tIes, which were numerous, and Henry Caussius has publi
hed one of his 
poems, copied from an ancient 1\1S. of Frei::;engen, in Bavaria. He was 
educated under St. Comgall, abbot, at Banchor, in the AnI::; of Down, to 
whom it is not unlikely he should f\Ïve some accOlmt of hh; travels 
nd 
expericncßs. He died in his own mona:stery of Bobbio, in northern Italy, 
on the 
1st of :November, G10. A town and many churches in upper Italy 
RtiH bear his name. 


Page 233, (46). " Peter's Coarbh." 


That b, successor. 


Page 235, (47). "Of the blessèd Bishop Arbogast." 
See l\lacGeoghegan's Ireland, Vol. I., p. 201, for the account of the 
death of St. Arbogast. (Saàlier's N ew York edition.) 


Page 235, (4a). "T he Coming of the Danes." 
The Danes first landed in Irelanù A.D. 79;) and 708. The object of their 
earliest voyages was Leinster, in which the scene of the8e verses is laid. 


Page 233, (49). "The night is holy-'ti
 blessèd Saint Bride's." 
Bride-the abhreviation of Bridget. 


Page 
37, (50). "T he Death if ]{ing Jf..l!Jnus Barifoot." 
King- :i\Iagllus Barefoot became joint King of Norway with Hakon Olaf- 
son, in lOa3. But Hakon, in chasing a ptarmigan over the JJofrefield, 
caught an ague, of which he died, and after this ::\Iagnus reigned 
lone tcn 
years. In this time he made many voyages into the 'Vest, conqucring all 
he attacked, whether in the iHles or on the Scottish or Engli;:;h shores. In 
110
, he was slain in Uh;tcr by an Irish force, near the sea-shore. In :\liss 
Brooke's Relif)ue8 of Irish Poetry is a translation of an Irish poem on 
thi
 event, "the author of which," that lady observes, "is said to have 
belonged to the family of the O'N cills." This poem agrees with Sturleson'8 
aH to the scene of the fight and its result, but differs in thc details. I h.1.Ve 
followpd the latter for the facts of Magnus's previons life, as well as fur the 
imull'diate call
e of his death. The Urrrek
s-fiord of the hatlad was the 
D,miHh name of Strang-funI Lough. It is scarcely neces::mry to aiM that at 
this pcriOtl the Danes were nominal, if not practical Christians. 
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Page 23D, (51). "While the ravens in thE:. darknes
 were lost." 
The ravens-the Danish standard. 


Page 240, (52). T he Saga if Killg Olaf, if 
X()ru;ay, and his Dog. 
King Trygg,'csson was kin
 over all Norway from about A.D. U3:) to A.D. 
1000. His saga is the sixth in Snorro Sturl('
on's lIllImkrillgla, alHl is 
very curious and suggestive. Among other incidents, it cuntains the epi- 
sode which sugge
ted these stanzas. It may be here remarked that the 
chronicles of the .sorth-men, of the several nations, throw much reflected 
light on our OW11 more statistical annals. All throu
h the ninth, tenth
 
and ele,'ellÌh centuries, that restless race fro\\ n along the bacl
ground of 
our hi
tory, filling lU:i with an awful interest, similar tl) that which we 
feel in watching the athOance of one thundcr-cluwl toward another. They 
certainly destroyed many nathoe materials for our early histury, but in 
their OW11 accounts of their expeditiuns into Ireland, they 11<\'\"e left us 
mueh we should use. That Davis was conscious of the ntlue of this his- 
torical resource, appears strikingly in his cs
ay on the Sea- ]Ún:;s. 


Page 243, (53). " lIe was named Hiort." 
"Hiort," literally a deer. 


Page 2-1:), (54). "llillg .Jlalachy and the poet JI.Coisi.' , 
It was by the unjustifiable ambition of Drian Boroihme, aided, perhaps, 
by his own incompetency, that )Ialachy II. waR deposed from the chief 
monarchy of Ireland. 


Page 24ß, (55). " ]Úng Brian's .Ambition." 
The ambition of Brian at this late period of hi:-; heroic life was no longer 
that which l)aù ùdhroned l\l<Llachy. The" ambition " of the aged mon- 
arch had become purified and exalted into a pnrcly ChriRtian motive, 
namely, that of expelling the pagan Da.nes from Ireland. 


Page 2:)8, (56). "De Courcy's Pilgrimage." 
Sir John De Courcy, uncleI" King Henry (the Second.) waR tlle chief con. 
queror of Uh;ter-who about the getting of the same hacl Reven hatt1e:, 
with the Irish, five of which he won and lost two. Hadng at length 
reduced it to English rule and order, and occupied it for twenty years or 
more, King John, hearing that De Conrcy had Loldly decla.red that the 
death of the rightful heir to the English crown-Prince .Arthur-was 
effected through his commands, he instructed the Lrothers, Sir 'Va1tl'r and 
Sir Hl1g'h De Lacy, to arre
t De Cuurey, an<l send him to En,
lal)(l to he 
hanged. Sir Hugh went with hi:.; host frum )Ieath, and dill battle with 
De Conrey in Down, ami after many being slain on Loth sides the victory 
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was in fayor of De Courcy.-(Flngla
Ù; Breviate, Harris's Ilibemica, p. 43.) 
Among the tmditional heroes of Ireland. John De Courey occupies a 
pruminent position. The cxploits which fame ascribes to him entitle 
him to the character of an Irbh CiLlo The circumstance Telated in the 
ballad is popular in every homestead from Innishowen to Inisherkin. 


Page 200, (57). "The Pilgrimage of Sir ú7garg." 
A.D. 1231. The Foul" J.1Iasters simply record thc death of Ulgarg 
O'Rourke, of Dreffny, as lun'ing occurred besidc the rh'cr Jordan. 


Pagc 20
, (58). " _1 Legend of Lough Derg." 
Lough Dcrg, in Donegal, was a place famous for pilgrimage from a yery 
eady period, anù was much resorted to out of France, Italy, and the Pen- 
insula, during the :ßIiddle Ag-es, anti even in thc sixteenth and se,'cntecnth 
centurieR. In :i\Iathew Paris, and Froissart, as well as in our nati\"e 
annals, and in O'Sullivan Deare, there are many facts of its extraordinary 
history. 


Page 204, (59). "Lidng on bittcr breal1 and pcnitential wine." 
The brackish watcr of the lake, boilcd, is called wine by the pilgrims. 


Page 20;), (t:O). " A Legend of Dunluce Cústle." 
A portion of Dunluce Castle was destroyed hy a tempeöt some centuries 
ago, while the inmates were busily cngaged in reyelry. Many 11\"cs were 
lost by the aceident. 


Page 2û7, (61). " Death of Art ...11' ;]Iur1'Ough." 
Art 
Fl\1urroug;h died at Ross, in 1416, after haying reig-ned oycr Lein- 
ster for forty years. He was the chief Irish fioldier of the age, and the 
first: pcrhaps. that oycrrcached the Normans by tactics and strategy. His 
campaigns were against lloger 
Iortimcr, Uit:hard the Second, thc En,rl of 
Ormond, Sir John Stanley, and Sir Stephen Scrope
 Lord Thoma::; of Lan- 
caster, and the fin;;;t Earl of Shrewsbury-the Drftish Achillcs. He took 
r..o

, Carlow, Enniscorthy, and other fortified placcs, from the English, 
and exacted an annual tribute of eighty marks from Dublin. 


Page 2GB, (62). "And from the many-gatèd town pass'd Easehlaghs in 
affright.' , 
U Easchlagh" -a courier among the Garlelians, who was often a woman. 
The word is pronounced nearly as if it were written asla. 


Page 
08. (C3). "To the Calyach in his hall." 
The Calvach O'Connor Faly was ::\furrogh O'Connor, a renowned warrior, 
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who beat the English in several battles; amongst others, that of Killuchain, 
fought in 1413. 


Page 2GB, (64). "To 1\IacDavid in Ria,-ach." 
Conta Ria\rach--a name given to \Vexford in the fourteenth and fifteenth 
cen tunes. 


rage 26
, (65). " Forth." 


In \Vexford. 


Page 271, (66)0 "\Vhere hundreds of our gallant dead await 
The long-foretold, redeem'd and honor'd fate." 
The coming of a historian who shall liberate our illustrious dead from 
the bondage of neglect and calumny, is foretold in our prophecies. God 
/Seud him, and soon! 


Page 274, (67). " The Praise if .J..lIal'garet 0' Carroll." 
Margaret, the daughter of O'Carroll, married, early in the fifteenth cen- 
tury, the Calvach O'Connor, chief of Offa.ly. She retained, after her mar- 
riage (a. not unusual custom with our ancestresses), her maiden name, and 
under that nam
 she became famous. Several traits of her character, given 
in :\lcFirbiss' Annals, prove her to have been a woman of remarkable spirit 
and capacity. Thus we read of her pilgrimage to Compostella., and how 
the English of Trim having taken several Irislunen, her neighbors, prison- 
cn;, and her lord having in his keeping certain :English prisoners, she 
" went to Beleathatruim, and gave all the English prisoners for 1\Iacgeo- 
ghcgan's son, and for the son's son of Art, and that unadvised to the Cal- 
yach, ann she brought them home."-1\IS. Irish Arch. Society, Vol. 1., page 
212. "It wa.c;; 
;he," says the same annali5t, "that, thrice in one year, 
proclaimed to, and commonly invited (in the dark days of the Jear), 011 
the feast day of Da Sinchel in Killaichy, all persons, both Irish and Scot- 
tish, or rather Albians, to the general feasts." The numbers who usually 
attended these feasts are set down as "upward of 2,000," hy some as 
2,700. It is stated, aIHo-" She was the one woman that has made most ot 
preparing highways and erecting bridges, churches, and mass-hooks, and 
of all manner of things profitable to serve God and her souL" Her death, 
from a cancer in her breast, is vcry pathetically bemoaned, as well it might 
be, hy the :\IcFirbiss of her time. It took place in 1461, which is called on 
t!u1t account "an ungratiom; an unglorious yeare to all the learnerl in 
Ireland, both philosophers, poets, gucsts, strangers, loeligious persons, 
goldiers, mendicants, or poor Orders, and to all manner and sorts of poor 
in Irelando" Sce 1\188. Arch. Soc. Y 01. 1. III these days of exhortation to 
female patriothnn, such a type of an Irh;hwoman of the middle ages win, I 
am sure, gain many more admirers than the grotcs'que fiction which i5 
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usualJy made of Grace O' 
lalley, who is r('prc
f'nted in our" historiaTls OI 
much more like a savage than the high-bred and high-spirited gentle- 
woman that she was. 


Page 274, (68). "Rath Imayn." 
Now TIathangan, County Kihlare. 


The art of poetry. 
Page 275, (70). A. D., 1414. "The O'Higgins, 011 account of :8ial, then 
satirized John Stanley, who only lived for five weeks after the satirizing, 
having died of the venom of the satire; this was the second instance of the 
influence of Nial O'Higgins' satir
s, the first having been the clan Conway 
turning gray the night they plundered Kial of Claidan."-Annals of the 
Four j,Jfastcrs. 


Page 275, (69). 


" Dan." 


Page 277, (71). 'I Da Sinche1." 
rIhe two Sinchel
-Saints of the land of Offaly. 


Page 277, (7
). ,; Jlargaret 0' Carroll." 
Duald l\l'Firbis, the last antiquary of Lecan, in his 1\IS. Annals, quoted 
by O'Donovan (Four Jlaslcrs, page 944), gives several details of the great 
Irish Pilgrimage" towards the Citie of Saint James, in Spain," undertaken 
in the year l.lt5, when the" goodlie companie" numbered the chiefs of the 
name of l\I'Dermott, M'Geoghegan, O'Driscoll, several of the :Mun
ter 
Geraldines, Eveleen, wife of Pierce D' Alton, and a great number of others, 
"noLle and ignoble." The admirable :Margaret O'Carroll was a principal 
person hI this pilgrimage. 


Page 282, (73). "The Irish In-fe." 
In 13ïû the statute of Kilkenny forbad
 the Eng1i
h settlers in Ireland 
to intermarry with the old Irish, under penalty of outlawry. James, Earl 
of Desmond, and Almaric, Baron Grace, were the first to violate this law. 
One married an O'l\leagher; the other a l\I"Cormack. Earl Desmond, who 
was an accomplished poet, may have made the defence for his marriage. 


Page 284, (74). " Or how Earl Gerald match'd with kings. . 
Gerald, eighth Earl of Kildare, whose splendor almost rivalled that of 
the King his master at the famous" Field of the Cloth of Gold. " 


P.1ge 28ü, (75). II One went out by night to gather 
'Vervain by the summer star." 
Ycrvain--a healing plant, in great repute among the ancient Irish; it 
slJOuld he gathered under the dog-star, by night, barefoot, and \\ith the 
)eft hand. 
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Page 289, (76). " 'Vho loved t.o set the prisoner free." 
In justice to Queen :\Iary, it must be admitted that she was the only 
Engli-ih sovereign who seems to have freely forgiven Irish state prisoners, 
3S we see in this and other in
tances. Lingard (A. D. 1\">.,)-!) shows that 
her clemency was far superior to that of Elizabeth, and of the go\"ernments 
who puniðhcd so severcly thc Jacobite insurrectionð of 171.3 anù 174.3. 


Page 290, (77). "False Francis Eryan's gUC6t ùetray'd." 
The insurrection, defeat, "uIlmission, and betrayal of Bryan O'COUl10r 
Faly, in the reigns of Henry YIIL and Edward VI., is carefully narrated 
in 1'he Annals of the Four J.JI.1sters. In 15-!ü, with 0' :\lure, he con- 
tended unsuccessfully with the Lord Justice St. Leger, and was compelled 
to retrcat into Connaught; the next ycar they recrossed thc Shannon anù 
attcmpted Ly arms to recovcr what they had lust. The li"our l\Iasters thus 
record the upshot: "1'>47 : O'Connor (Bryan) and O'More (Gilla Patrick), 
ha\"Íng- ùeen abandoned Ly the Irbh, went over to the Englh.;h, to make 
Bulnniðsion to them upon their own terms, under the protection of an 
Engliðh gentleman, i. e., the Lieutenant. This, however, was a bad pro- 
tection." This Lieutenant, O'Donovan ad(ls, was Francis Bryan, who 
married the Countess Dowager of Ormond, and was made l\Ian;hal of Ire- 
land, and Governor of the counties of Kilkenny and Tipperary. He was 
Lord Lieutenant in 13-!
, and died early in 1550. O':Uorc died soon aftcr 
his imprisonment in Engla.nd ; O'Connor, having made an unsuccessful 
attempt to cðcape, was sentenced to "constant confinement ever after." 
(Four Jfasters, A. D. 15.)1.) It was not till 1533 he was liberated. 


Page 2
2, (78). " She most pursued the English speech." 
This curious and hig-hly interesting account of the liberation of O'Con- 
nor, on his daughter's intercession, is given in the Annal$, under the year 
15;)3. (VoL V., page 1331.) 


Page 2
2, (79). " At thought of his true 
Iargaret." 
Margaret Roper, 1\1ore's favorite daughter. 


Page 293, (SO). "She lightly leapt on Cambria's strand." 
The ancient route from Duhlin to I..ondon was through Anglesea to 
Coventry and St. Alban's. rrhe journey by that way was ahove three 
hundred miles. 


Page 
D3, 
ðl). "O'er Stoke's sad field, cnrieh'd and red 
'Vith a
hes of thc lri:.-h dcad." 
At Stoke, in 1-187, was foug-ht the la
t great hattle of the 'Var of the 
Hoses, un<l(>r the hanner of thp poor prt'h'n,}(>l'. Lamlwrt Simu(>l. f;imnèI 
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had been crowned in Dublin, and accompanied by a large Anglo-Irish anll 
Burgundian force, invaded England. They were defeated, with great l{)ss, 
at Stoke, leaving among the dead Lords Thomas and :Maurice Fitzgerald, 
the Earl of Lincoln, and l\lartill Swartz, Commander of the German aux- 
iliaries. 


Page 293, (82). "Saint Alban's ransom'd abbey made." 
The Abbey of St. Alban's was greatly favored by both the Saxon and 
Norman Kings of England. It was, at the spoliation, one of the richest in 
England, and its Abbot took precedence of all others in Parliament.- 
Alban Butler, under June 22. 


Page 2U4, (83). "No jewel in her turban'd hair." 
The turban is stated by several writers to have formed the head-dress of 
Irish ladies. As for their other raiment: we find it thus depicted in the old 
Scottish romance of Squire J/eldmyn: 
" Her kirtill was of scarlot reid, 
Of gold and garland of hir heid, 
Decorit with enamelyne ; 
Belt and brochis of silver fyne ; 
Of yellow taftais wes hir sark, 
Begaryit all with browderit wark, 
Richt craftelie with gold and silk." 


Page 296, (84). "Oh, aid me, gracious Prince of Spain." 
"He (Philip) obtained from l\Iary the release of sever,tl persons of dis- 
tinction, whom she had t.hrown into prison, on su
picion of their disaffec- 
tion to her government.-1Vatson's Pltilip 11., Book 1. 


Page 297, (85). " Fea!Jh .11f' IIagh," 
Feagh l\IcHugh 0' Byrne, a celehrated 'Vicklow chieftain of the sixteenth 
century. 


Page 298, (
(j). " Lament of the Irish Children Imprisoned in the TOll'er." 
In the reign of Henry VIIL, the school of "King's 'Yards"
 wag pro- 
jected, and it se('lllS to have been a favorite practice, in that and the suc- 
ceeding reigns, to demand the children of our chiefs as hostages, to be 
educated in London. Hir Edward Coke's infamous speech in Ja.mes the 
First's l)arliament, defending the perpetual imprisonment of the Irish 
children in the Tower, is the most striking document we know as to the 
fate of these unfortunate young captivc::;. 


Page 300, (f\i). " The Poet's Prophecy." 
Hugh O'Nicl had a poet, O'Clery, who foretold the victory of the B]ack.. 
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water. The original of .t.hese lines may have been written by the same 
hand, as I first met with them in an old 
IS. in the Burgundian library at 
Brussels, among other fragments left by Friar )Iichael O'Clery, one of the 
Four l\la::;ters. 


Page 301, (
8). "They of the prophetic race." 
The Tuatha de Danaans. 


Page 301, (89). "They of the fierce blood of Thrace." 
The Pict8, or Cruithmans, who are derived, by ancient traditions, from 
Thrace. 


Page 301. (90). " They who ::\Ian and l\Iona lorded." 
Beside their Scotti::;h colony, the Irish had ùominion over the isles of 
:Man and l\Iona (Anglesea). Holyhead was called in 'Velsh Liany Gwyddyl, 
or .. Irish Church." Golydan, an ancient 'Velsh writer, divides the Irish 
of Vortigern's time into those of Ireland, :\lona, and North Britain.-See 
Iri8h eùition of "l\
enniU8," published by the Irish Archæological Society, 
note, p. 191. 


Page 301, (
I). "The Summons of Ulster." 
The time to which this ballad refers is that when Hugh 0' Neil, Prince of 
Tyr-Owen, was forming his grand confederation against the oppres
ive 
power of Elizabeth. 


Page 306, (92). " Irrelagh. " 
The ancient name of the Abbey of 
Iucruss, at Killarney. 


Page 307, (93). "T he Ou1lawed Earl." 
Gerald, the fifteenth and last Earl of Desmond, who lost life and land 
struggling against religious persecution and foreign tyranny. 


Page 30g, (94). " Sir Cahir O'DOiherty's J/essage." 
In 1COS, O:Dogherty, Chief of Innishowen, seized Derry, garrisoned Cul- 
more, and fought a campaign of five months against the troops of James 1. 
with success. He fell by as&l,ssination in the twentieth year of his age. 


Page 310, (95). "The Rapparees." 
This is a logical defLnce of a most injured ch\..<;;s of brave men. TIle 
Rapparees first appeared in the wars for James II., and were the guer11las 
of that and the succeeùing generation. A false ""il1iamite nomenclature 
has made the name synonymous with assassination and larceny. This, to 
ùe true, wouM make all that history recorùs of fugitive heroism false. 
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Page 312, (96). " After the Flight." 
These lines were written after perusing Rev. C. P. :Meehan's" Flight of 
the Northern Earls." 


Page 314, (97). " Rory DaWs Lamentation." 
Rory "Dall," or the blind, a celebrated Iri
h harper at the court of 
James V. of Scotland, who was banished that court for declaring he would 
rather be the 0' Neil than King of Scotland. 


Page 315, (9ð). "The Last O'Sullivan Beare." 
Philip O'Sullivan Beare, a bravo captain, and the author of many works 
relating to Ireland, commanded a ship-of-war for Philip IV. of Spain. In 
hid " Catholic lIistory," published at Lisbon in 1 ß09, he has alluded to the 
sad story of his family. It is, in brief, thus: "In 1ß02, his father's castle 
of Dunbuidhe being demolished by cannonade, the family-consisting of a 
wife, two sons, and two daughters-emigrated to Spain, where his YO
Ulg-- 
pst brother, Donald, joined him professionally, but was 800n after Idlled in 
an engagement with the Turks. The old chief, at the age of one hundred, 
died at Corunna, and was soon followed by his long-wedded wife. One 
daughter entered a con,.cnt and took the veil; the other, returning to 
Ireland, was lost at sea." In this ven;;ion, the real names have been pre- 
served. 


Page 317, (99). "Brother Jliclzael." 
Michael O'Clery, the chief of the Four :Masters, was merely a lay- 
brother of the Order of St. Francis. "Brother Michael" was his solo 
name in religion, and by that alone I have presumed to call him. 


Page 319, (100). " 'Vhere the gables of Dunbrody 
Stand the proof of Hervey' 8 penance." 
The Cistercian Abbey of Dunbrody was founded by Hen.ey de :Montema
 
risco, A. D. 1182. 


Page 324, (101). "Sonnet-To IÚlbarron Castle." 
Kilbarron Castle, the time-honored dwelling of the O'Clerys, chief bards 
of the princely O'Donnells, overlooking Donegal Bay. 


Page 325, (J!:>2). " Ill-felix Felix." 
Sir Phelim (Felix) O'Xeill was executed by Cromwell's order, at Dublin, 
in 1662, as a puni8hmcnt for the alleged" Popish l\Iassacre" of 1ß.n. He 
was offered his life, on the scaffold, if he would consent to inculpate :King 
Charles. h:.' 
tolltlr refused," and was instantly executed. 
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Pa
e 330, (103). "To the River BOYll
." 
These stanzas, originally written several years ago, and induded in 
Hayes" collection of The Balúlds of Ireland, are here inserted (i. e., in 
T he Canadian Ballads of :!\Ir. :l\IcGee), as an eddence of what the author 
at the time (If writing them considere{l. and still doe
 consider, the true 
f;pil.it in which the events referred to in them ought a.lone to be remcm- 
bered by natives of Ireland, whether at home or aLroad. 


Page 331, (104). "And banish'ù far the bitterness of strife." 
An allusion to the Irish Tenant Leagne, which just then (.June, 1851) 
held one of its reunions on the banks of the Boyne. 


Page 33
, (105). "1
he lVild Gee.se." 
This name was given to those Irish soldiers who, after the capitulation 
of Limerick, went oyer to Franc-e and formed the cclebrated Irish Brigade. 


Page 333, (lOG). "The Death of 0' Carolan." 
Turlogh O'Carolan, born at NoLber, A. D. 1Gj'0, ùecame blind at the age 
of manhood, and then the harp which had been his amusement became 
his profession. The lady of the 1\Iac Dermott of Aldersford, in Roscommon. 
equipped him with horse, harp, and [JO.'5soon. At every house hc was a 
welcome guest, and for half a century he wand('red from mansion to man- 
sion, improvising words and airs. lloscommon, the nath"e county of Gold- 
smith, was his fM"orite dh;trict, where he died in 1731. at the house of his 
fin,t {)atroness. One of Goldsmith's most touching essays is on "Carolan 
the Blind," and his musical influence can certainly be traced not only in 
Goldsmith's Poems, but also in Sheridan, :Moore, and Gerald Griffin. 


Page 334, (107). "The Oroppic.s' Grat'e." 
On the top of the hill of Tara is " the Croppies' Grave," and the f;tone at 
the head is thought hy Petric to be the true Lia Fail, or o. Stone of Destiny." 


Page 33G, (108). "SOl1g of 'j,J[úylan's Dragoons.' " 
&, :Moylan'::; Dragoons." says 1\11'. G. 'V. P. Custi::;, nephew of "Tashing- 
ton, "were in almost eyery action during the war." 


Page 337, (109). "Old Uh;ter." 
Ulster County, Penns}'l ,"ania. 


Page 338, (110). "C harity and Science." 
Cities infected with pestilence are usually placed in a state of 8iege. Dr. 
Corrigan, of Dublin, in hi..; humane pamphlet, Fever and Famine as Qlllse and 
Effed, has given a sketch of the town of 'fullamore, so ùlockadt'd hy these 
invisible and almost iITc
h;tible enemies. in the year of our Lord 1818; 
from that pas
age the
e stanzas took their rise. 
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Page 344, (111). "And ye who shelter'd Harold and Bruce." 
Harold. the last of the Saxons, and Robert Bruce, both found refuge in 
Ireland from defeat, and returned from it to victory. 


Page 332, (112). "The Battle of Ayachucho." 
This battle, fought the 8th of December, 1825, was the Yorktown of 
South America. The Spani:;h Viceroy and his entire force surrendered 
themselves as prisoners of war to the Patriots under General Sucre. Col. 
O'Connor, mentioned in the poem, was chief of the Pi.1.Ìriot staff. 


Page 353, (113). "The ILllmted Cu.stle." 
Donegal Castle, the chief seat of the princc1y family of the 0' Donnells, 
stands now in ruins, in the centre of the village of the saJ"?-e name, at the 
head of Donegal Bay. It was Imilt in the fifteenth century, and shows, 
even in itg decay, royal proportions. The present owner, Lord Arran. to 
his credit be it told, has it well walled and cared for. The remains of the 
abbey: where the Four :\Iasters completed their Annals, are within sight of 
the castle. 


Page 337, (114). "The Abbe'lJ by Lough Key." 
A famous monastery of Premonst.ratensians, the Order of St. Norbert, 
founded on Lough Key by Clarus :Mc::\lailen O'l\lulconry, A.D. 1213, figures 
frequently in our annals. There are notices of Clarus in the Four .J.llasters, 
at the years 1235, 1
37, 1
-10, and 1
47, which give us interesting glimpses 
of the power and benevolence of this Irish representative of the great Arch- 
bishop of Magdeburg. 


rage 368, (115). " IIallnibal's ViÛon of the Gods of Carthage." 
II In his sleep, a,,, he told 
menus, he fancied that the supreme God of 
hi
 fa.thers had called him into the presence of all the gods of Carthage, 
who were sitting on theiL' thrones in council. There he received a solemn 
charge to invade Italy. "-Arnold's Rome, chap. xliii. 


Page 381, (1l6). ., The rirgin .Jlary's I{night." 
In the 
Iiddle Ages, there were Orders of Knights specially devoted to 
our Blessed Lady, as well as many illustrious individuals of knightly rank 
and renown. Thus the Order called" Servites," in France, was known as 
L . Esclaves de Jfarie, and there was also the Order of I' Our Lady of Mercy," 
for the redemption of capth"es; the "Templars," too, hefore their fa.ll, 
were de\rOl1Íly attached to the service of our Blessed Lady. 


Page 385, (117). " Sebastian Cabot to his Lady." 
To the reader, whose iùea of Sebastian Cabot is associë:lÌed with the usua.] 
pictures of him. taken when he was nearly four-scoft', it may be necessa.ry 
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to remark, that he receh'ed his first commission from King Henry VII., 
jointly with his father, John Cabot, and discoved the L'1.brador coast in hi05 
twenty-finst year (A.D. 14
7). The ardent pm;sion attributed to him in t.he 
baHad, would not be inconsist.ent with his age, in either his first or secund 
expeditions. 


Page 389, (liS). "Of how they brought theil' sick and maim'd for him to 
breathe upon. 
And of the wonder8 wrought for them through the Gos- 
pel of St. John." 
80 great was the veneration for the white men, that the chief of the 
town (Hochclaga, now ::\Iontreal), and Ill
ny of the maimed, sick, :nul 
infirm, came to Jacqnes Cartier, entreating him, by expressi ve f\igm;. to 
cnre their ills. The piouH Frenchman disclaimed any supernatural power, 
but he read aloud part of the Gospel of tjt. J olm, lUt\tle the sign of the 
Cross oyer the sufferers, and present<>d them with chaplets and holy sym- 
bols; he then prayed earnestly that the poor savages might be freed from 
the night of ignorance and infidelity. The Indians regarded these acts 
and words with deep gratitude and respectful admiration.-\Varbluton'F; 
Canada, Yol. 1., p. 66. 


Page 391, (119). "Verses in HOllor of Jlargaret Bourgeoys." 
The saintly foundress of the great Canadian order, "The Congregation 
of Our Lady," established by her in the little village of HocheIaga, the 
site of the present city of l\1ontreal, toward the middle of the seventeenth 
century. These verses were written for a convent-fête, at Villa 1\Iari:t, the 
principal house of the 01"l.1er, near Montreal. They were recited, on that 
occasion, by the daughter of 
Ir. McGee, then a pupil of the house. 


Page 3
3, (J20). " Our Lad!/e of the Snmv." 
The original church of Notre Dame des Neiges stood upon what i
 now 
the" Priests' Farm," on the southern slope of the l\Iountain of Montreal. 
It "as originally surrounded by the habitations of the converted Indians 
and their instructors, of the ":\Iountain :Mission." The wall of defence 
and two towers still remain, in good preservation, fronting on Shf'rbrooke 
Street, Montreal. The present chapel of the same uame stands ill the vil- 
lage of Cote des N eiges, behind the )lountain. 


Page 300, (J21). "Such fa.te as Heindrich Hudson found, in the la.l)rrinths 
of snow." 


1110 inci lent on whkh thi
 ballad i
 foun(led is related in Bancroft's 
History of the Culonization qf Amcrica. Yo!. II. The name of the faithful 
t;ailor, who preferred certain tll'a.t 11 to ahawloning- h is captain in h h
 }a::;' 
extremity, wa::; Philip ')taat'l'- -:1,. Holla.lHler, no donut. 
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NOTES. 


Page 404, (122). "Thc frame of that first vessel grew." 
The launch of the first sailed vessel that ever naYigaterl the great lakes, 
an event in itself so wcll worthy of commemoration, is made still more 
noteworthy by the circumstances which surrounded it, imd of which we 
}un-e, fortunately, more than one account from the pcns of ere-witlles

's. 
The accuracy of Hennepin's Journal (Description de la Louisianc) laas 1Ieen 
disputed in detail, and its pretensions and egotis1Us severely ('cn:mrell ùy 
sc\"cral recent wl'itcr:-; on those times; but I belie\"e the very full details he 
Eupplies of the beginning of the Sieur de la SaIIe's expedition, alld the 
building of the ,. Griffin" (at Cayuga Cre(>k, a few miles above Xiagara 
Falls, on what is now" the American side"), lmve not Leen questioned. 


Page 403, (123). "Stands the adventurous Recollet 
'Vhose page records that anxious day." 


Father Hennepin. 
Page 40G, (124). " 'Vithin the precinct of his god. ,. 
The l\Iau.itou1in Isles, in Lake Huron. were supposed by the aborigines 
to be the special abode of the great J/wzitou, and were feared and reverenced 
accordingly. 
Page 40G, (125). " And may it be thy lot to trace 
The footprints of the unknown race 
'Graved on Superior's iron shore, 
'Vhich knows their very naUlP no more. ,. 
,. That this region was resorted to by a barbaric race, for the purpose of 
procuring copper, long before it became known to the white man, is evident 
from numerous memorials scattered throughout its entire extent. 'Vhether 
these ancient miners belonged to the race who Luilt the moulld
 found so 
abundantly on the Upper l\Iissis:-;ippi and its afflucnts, or wcre the progcni- 
tors of the Indians now inhabiting the country, is a matter of conjecture. 
, .. The high antiquity of this rude mining is inferred from the fact that 
the exh;ting race of Indians have no tradition by what people, or at what 
period, it was done. The places, even, were unknown to the olùest of the 
band, until pointed out by the white man."-'Vhitney and Foster's Report 
on Ow ..i.'linin[J Region of Lake Superior, published by the United States Con- 


gres
. 


Page 417, (12C). " On the mountain, still to hea,-en, 
Like its hermit, I could pray." 
St. Kedll's Bed is in the side of Lugduff l\Iountain, above the lake of 
Gh'lldalongh, County 'Vicklow. 


Page 4
O. (127). '" Like gifts of the night-trapp'd fairy." 
Of the fairy lq
l'lld
 of Irelan(l, none is more common than that of the 
lepmc!wlll1. who. call
ht by 
Ol1le ùelatf.d mortal, 1'e\'eals where goM or 
other trcasureg are hid(len, as the price of hiR liheration. 
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Page 4
4, (128). ., If one who once was .. reverend" may 
Fur his own special favorite!-' pray." 
'Vhcn the author escaped to America, in 1848, it was in the disguh;e of a 
l,riest. He was known on board ship as '
Father John." 


Page 433, (129). "In .Jlemoriam-TIlsuoP IÜ
[LLY." 
This eminent prelate, it will be remembered, peri:shed in the ill-fated 
... steamer ,. Pacific. i' 


Page 438, (130). "And in his wand the power to 
a\.e." 
For the facuIties and prh-ileges of our ancient Order of 011amhs, see Dr. 
O'Curry's Lectures on the ßlS. "Jlaterials of Ancient Irish IIislory, page 2. 


Page 4üO, (131). ,. In vision, to the rapt Culdee." 
Angus the Culdee. The cause of writing his Fc..<;talof}illllt is tlms sta.te,} in 
O'Curry's words: One time that Allg'US went to the church of Cull ßenn- 
chair he saw, he says, a grave there, and angels from heaven constantly 
descending and ascending to and from it. .Angus asked the priest of the 
church who the person was that was buried in thig grave; the priest 
anHwereù that it was a poor old man who formerly lin'd at the place. 
"'Vhat goud did he do?" saiù Angus. "I saw no particular good by 
him," !:5aid the priest, "but that his customary practice was to recount and 
invuke the saints of the world, as fa.r as he could rcmembl:..: them, at hi
 
guing to bed and getting up. in accordance with the em:\Ì<nll of the old 
devotees." .. Ah. my GO(} !.
 said Angus, .. he who would make a püctÌl'al 
composition in praÏ8e of the Saints should doubtless have a high reward, 
when su much has ùecn youehsafed to the efforts of thi:5 old devotee." 
And then Angus commenced hi05 poem on the spot. 


Page 4üO, (132). "And :Ma.rian of the Apostle's hill." 
l\Iarianus O'Gorman, Abbot of Cnoe-na-n-Aspcl CI the Apostle's hill"), 
in Oriel, the present County of Louth. He composed his l\Iartyrology to 
supply certain omissions of Angus the Culdee, but "in the first place to 
gain heaven for himself and everyone who should sing it."-O'Curry's 
Le.ctu1'
, page 2ü1. 


rage 4üo, (133). " And Tiernan of the Danish days." 
Tiernan O'Branin, Abbot of Clonmacnoise (obit A. D. 1088), author of our 
earliest remaiuing chronology. 


Pago 477, (134). " The 
Joulltain-Lallrel." 
Rlwdudelldron .Jlu.tÍTnlls-the 1uountain-Iaurel; a deadly poison has been 
distilled from the beautiful hlu;:;soms of this 
fce of famu. 
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Page 513, (135). "Thom(J1) .J.Jloore at St. Ann's." 
At St. Ann's, nea.r the junction of the upper branch of the Ottawa with 
the St. L1.wrence, they show a particPlar spot a.s the place where 1\100r(:: 
composed his weB-known "Canaùian Boat-Song." As the poet himseJfi8 
silent on the subject ill the note with whieh he accompanied the song, in 
his Poems relating to America, we may give 
t. Ann
s the benefit of the 
doubt. It may not ùe ami!'s to remark that to this flying dsit of :\loore's, 
which occupied him only from the 22d of July, 1804, when he reached 
Chippewa, till the 10th of OctoLer, when he sailed from Halifax for Eng- 
land, we are indebted not only for the "Boat-Song," but the "'V ood- 
peeker," and the ballad " 'V ri tten on passing Dead -man's Island," poems 
which must certainly be iricluded in any future Canadian Anthology. 


Page 516, (136). "The Old Soldier Gnd the Student." 
In a recent yi
it to the lri:,h College at Paris, a printed account of the 
College was given to the writer, in which it was stated that Ulany of the 
theological students, in olden times, forsook the breviary and the cassock 
for the shako and the sword. The statement suggested these lines. 


Page 520, (137). "Tasso"s Tumb, at Rome." 
'Tasso's Tomb is in one of the chapels of San Onofrio, on the Janicu1um, 
where there is a modern monument by Falerio. The writing-desk, crucifix, 
inkstand, and some autographs of the poet, are in the adjoining convent, 
where he died (A. D. 159;)); and the tree called Tasso's Oak is shown in 
the garden. 
Page 5:23, (135). "The Sea Captain." 
The legend under this title is a favorite among sailors. I heard it re- 
lated, many years ago, with the greatest gravity, by an ,. Old Salt," who 
laid the scene of the ghostly abduction in the Gulf of St. Lawrence. 
Page 5
D, (139). "The Lady .J.1Io-Bride." 
Jfo, or my, an expres:-;ion of endearment prefixed to the names of saints, 
to children, and dear frienùs. Bride is a popular form of Bridget. 


Page 543, (140). ., l\Io-Brendan! Saint of Sailors, list to me." 
1\lo-Brendan, that is, "my Brendan," a term ùy which the ancient 
Irish usually addressed their patron saints. 
Page 544, (141). " '1\1id the far Scotic Islands, the shrines of St. Bride." 
The 'V estern I
lands-Hy-Brides-are said to IULYe been called for her.-- 
See 1\1rs. Fergu:::;oll':-; Ireland before the Conquest, p. 165. 
Pap:e 5G!I, (1.:2). "Our L'1.dy of Pity, whoi;e image you see." 
The" First Communion " took pla.ce in the convent chapel of our Lady 
of Pity, Montreal. 
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